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many years I have been urged to write out and oa 
ish at least a part, if not all, of the incidents and 
lustrations which I have used, and God has signally 
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church after I have laid down my commission at the — ; 
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A KIND worp. (7’* 


HILE I was holding meetings in Washing- 
A| ton, D. C., a man having an office under the 





government, had commenced gambling and drink- 
ing, and finally lost his office, and property, and 
character. While in this condition, his wife, a high 
spirited woman, made an excuse to visit some 
friends far away, but her real purpose was never to 
return. When the husband learned this he fully 
resolved to commit suicide. He felt that there was 
nothing left for him, no friends, no property, office 
lost, character gone, his wife had left him never to 
return. He had fixed upon eleven o'clock, A. M. as 
-the hour to commit this dreadful deed. He had 
written, I suppose, a farewell letter for his wife, and 
started for the spot where he was to end his ca- 
reer, 
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When passing the church where I was holding 
meetings which were then in session, he met a lady 
he was acquainted with and handed her the letter 
to mail. This lady thought she read in his face 
this desperate purpose, and put the question to 
him. He would not lie then, as he intended to be 
dead inside of an hour, but said : 

“See that the letter goes.” 

With great urgency he consented to go into the 
church with her and take a seat, just to get rid of 
her, intending to go out as soon as-she was seated, 
and carry out his purpose. 

Some one sent a penciled note to me that this 
man intended to kill himself in about thirty min- 
utes. As I had a moment before preaching, I went 
down the aisle and said to this man: 

“TI see you are a stranger, give me your hand,” 
and shaking his hand heartily I said: 

“Tam glad to see you. Comeagain.” 

I said no more but went on with the meeting. 


He declared to me afterward that those few gen-. 


tle words, and grasp of his hand, disarmed him of 
his purpose. He said if there is one man that will 
speak kindly to me I believe I will not commit 
suicide, : 

He attended our meetings and became a Chris- 
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tian, joined that church and went to work in 
Christ’s cause. 

A year after, I met him, well clothed and an 
active Sabbath-school teacher. His wife had re- 
turned to him, he had his office back and was a 
great worker in the church and a happy man. 


“A few gentle words or an action of love, 
Had cheered his sad heart bereft.” 


Reader will you not go out after the fallen ones 
to-day, and every day you have opportunity. Sing- 
ing as you go, 


“Down in the bleeding ueart, 
Crushed by the tempcer, 
Feelings lie buried that grace can restore ; 
Touched by a loving heart, 
Wakened by kindness ; 
Chords that were broken will vibrate once more.” 
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A SMOULDERING FIRE. 


(IN one of the British Provinces, a meeting 
had been ‘in progress for nearly four 


fe Z 
d ob: | 


weeks. Six or eight churches had worked together 
heartily and yet but little had been developed. I 
was pressed beyond measure to come to their assis- 





tance, and did go and preached twice. 

It was evident from the first meeting that much 
. had been done, and yet the work was like a smoul- 
dering fire that needed a draft opened, 

I staid but one day, and yet in that one day not > 
less than one hundred and fifty men and women 
were brought into Christ’s kingdom, and afterwards 
united with the churches. 

I speak of this to show how near to a great bless- 
ing a meeting, or church, or an individual may 
come and yet not obtain it. . 

A man in the early gold fever, in California, had 
taken up a claim, and satisfying himself where a 
gold lode or vein was located, commenced drilling, 

& 


/ 


mow 


A SMOULDERING FIRE. 13 


and continued until he had spent all his own money 
and all his wife had, and all he had credit to bor- 
row, and yet the rich treasure he sought was not 
reached. Boe 
Becoming disheartened, he left his drill in the 
rock, went to his house and killed his wife and 
daughter, and then himself. After his death, 
friends pulled his drill from the rock loaded with 
rich gold. Had he pulled his drill out once more, 
this great wealth had been his. So with those 
seeking the pearl of great price, just at the point 
of success, they fail for the want of one effort 
more, one stroke more, one step further. While on 
the other hand, like the meeting alluded to, that 


one more effort is made and the great blessing is 


secured. 

Friends, pray again, and if the blessing does not 
come, yet like Christ, pray three hours, ‘‘ Saying 
the same words.” Or, like Jacob, “I will not let 


‘thee go except thou bless me.” 






























































ALL FOR JESUS. 


SINE of my very best hearers in a meeting in 
| New York, was Post Master Wilkinson. 
He was very anxious to become a Christian, but 





could not be prevailed upon to make any movement 
until the last day, and the last hour of the meet- 
ings. He would neither rise for prayers nor go 
into the inquiry meeting, or kneel with us, yet he 
was greatly convicted of his sins. 

But the last hour of the meetings, I asked those 
who could do nothing more and yet desired religion 
to raise up their hand. As Mr. Wilkinson began 
to raise his hand, he rose to his feet, and stretched 
up his hand high. This act had so affected him 
that he came near us at the desk, and wished to 
settle the question there. 

We knelt and prayed with and for him, and at 
once he found peace. It was now four o'clock, 
p. mM. and I must leave in thirty minutes. Mr. 
Wilkinson put his name on my blank book and 
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- said, as he left me: “All the rest of my life for 
Jesus.’ 

He left the room and had just forty-five minutes 
of life for Jesus, no more, and went into eternity. 
I thought then and feel the same now, that I would 
urge each one to seek Christ at once. You may 
not have forty-five minutes for Jesus. I speak to 
every one whose eye rests on this page. 


















































ANYTHING BUT THAT. 


me a| HE presiding judge of a district in which I 
AK once held a meeting, became deeply con- 
victed of sin, and privately asked Christians to pray 
for him, but through pride and prejudice he had 
become very much opposed to kneeling at a Meth- 
odist altar; the meetings in that place were held in 
a Methodist church. 

He attended the meetings, but usually sat in the 
back part of the house. Once or twice he rose for 
prayer, but would not go to the altar for prayer. 
He asked one of the ministers if he could not be 
converted without kneeling at a Methodist altar, 
and of course was told he could. Still he found 
no peace, although he sought it carefully with 
tears. 

So deeply did he feel his sins, that he sent out at 
midnight for a minister he knew to- pray with and 
for him; and they both prayed earnestly, the judge 





knowing Jesus could, and believing he would, re- | 
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ceive him without his going to the altar; that the 
place he occupied made no difference. That. this 
was true, the result showed; but it also showed 
that he could not be accepted by Christ until he 
was willing to go to that despised altar. ; 

At that midnight hour, while the pastor and 
judge were pleading for the salvation of the latter, 
he seemed.to throw himself upon the Saviour, say- 
ing, “Jesus, take me just as I am.” In the 
judgment of the pastor he found the sought-for 
peace. 

The next day two of the pastors came to me and 
said : 

“We think the judge is converted, and will 
let the congregation know it this evening, if you 
give him an opportunity.” 

I said I would give him a good opportunity to 
speak; but was sure he was not converted, and 
could not be until he was willing to kneel at a 
Methodist altar. 

In the evening, after the sermon, I said, “If 
there is one present who thinks God has forgiven 
his sins, we would like to hear that one speak a few 
words.” . 

All eyes were turned towards the judge; but he 
had nothing to say. We then bowed in prayer, the 
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judge kneeling in the aisle, and praying for himself 
as a lost sinner —this time giving up all, and feel- 
ing willing to go even to the spot to which he had 
so often refused to go. 

After this season of prayer he arose, and, turn- 
ing to me, said: 

“Mr. Earle, I am now willing to go anywhere. 
I have found Jesus precious. I am willing to kneel 
at a Methodist altar, or do anything Christ 
wishes.” 

I replied, ‘We do not want you at this altar if 
your will is given up; it was only necessary that 
you be willing to kneel here.” 

He then gave clear testimony before all that he 
had found no peace until he was willing to go to 
that altar; but the moment he yielded his will he 
found peace, without actually going there. 

This case shows the necessity of a full surrender 
of the will before conversion, and also all the im- 
portance that can be attached to “measures.” 

Many anxious persons suppose they have given 
up all until the will is tested by some simple thing 
which has no virtue in itself, but shows whether 
the individual is in complete submission to God 
or not. 

I think it is well, sometimes, to ask the inquirers 
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to meet Christians in another room, to stop after 
meeting for conversation, or something of the kind, 
without adopting any set of measures: let the 
occasion and circumstances suggest their own 
measures, or none at all, according to the judg- 
ment of the person conducting the services. 

I find measures, as they are called, that seem 
very objectionable in a time of coldness in religion 
are looked at quite differently by the same persons, 
when the heart is weighed down with earnest desire 
for the salvation of souls. 
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ae ation from all who read of her act of hero- 


” 


ism.” The facts are these. Ina fearful thunder- 
storm and a torrent of falling rain, she looked out 
of her window in the darkness of the night, and by 
the vivid flashes of lightning shining on the scene, 
she saw that a railroad bridge near her home had 
been swept away by the storm. Just then she saw 
the headlight of a locomotive swiftly approaching 
the spot where the bridge had just been swept 
away, and plunge into the abyss below. She 
lighted her lantern, and alone, amidst the thunder 
and lightning and storm, she crept up a rocky steep, 
and with her clothes torn to rags, and lacerated 
flesh, she reached the rails, and on her hands and 
knees crept out to the last tie of the fallen bridge, 
swung her lantern back and forth over the abyss, 
until she heard the faint voice of an engineer, who, 
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though in the greatest peril himself, cried to her to 
go quickly and give the alarm, to save an express 
train which was then coming towards that perilous 
spot, and some help, also, to rescue him. . 

She started for the nearest station, which was a 
mile away. To reach that station, she had to cross 
a high trestle bridge of five hundred feet in length. 
She had gone but a few steps when a fearful gust 
of wind put out her lantern, which she threw away, 
knowing she could not relight it in the storm. So 
she dropped upon her hands and knees, and crept 
along from tie to tie over the trestle. Her way was 
lighted only by frequent flashes of lightning. After 
crossing the bridge, she hastened along the rails by 
the flashes of lightning to the station, and with 
what strength she had left told her story, and then 
fell in a dead faint at the station-agent’s feet. 

Help went quickly to the poor engineer’s rescue, 
and telegrams flew up and down the line, notifying 
all that the bridge was gone. While Miss Shelley 
lay yet unconscious, the express train came rushing 
into the depot. 

When the passengers learned what perils the 
brave girl had passed through to save them, and 
saw her still lying in an unconscious state, they took 
her up tenderly, and bathed her torn and bleeding 
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limbs, and soon brought her back to consciousness. 
Oh, how the scene beggars description, as the men 
and women gather about this brave girl of sixteen, 
looking upon her pale face, her torn and bleeding 
form. As they think how she went through all 
this to save their lives, words are too weak and lean 
to express the deep gratitude of their hearts. They 
laid a substantial expression of their appreciation at 
her feet. Then, as the best they could do, they 
embalmed her memory in their warmest affections, 
while the world placed a wreath of lasting honor 
on her brow. And Kate Shelley, living or dying, 
with her approving conscience, can say : 

“‘T did what I could.” 

What an example to all Christians, who see so 
clearly the dark abyss just a step before uncon- 
verted men, and they rushing with great speed 
towards it. Let us swing the lamp of truth before 
them, and cry, with great earnestness: 

“Danger ahead! Bridge gone! No crossing 
but through the bleeding victim of Calvary !” 

_ May we all learn a lesson of sacrifice and effort 
to save others, from this incident, that, in the com- 
ing day, Christ may say of us: 

“They have done what they could.” 
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“A SAFE ARMOR. 


A AM told that Emperor Napoleon once went 
to a very skilful workman, and inquired of 


garment, one that he himself would feel safe to 
wear as a protection against bullets. The workman 
assured him he could make just such a garment ; 
one he would feel entirely safe to wear himself. 
The Emperor engaged him to make the article, 
requesting him to take time, and see that it was 
bullet-proof. 

The workman took much time and pains in its 
construction. The jacket was finished, and the 
Emperor notified that it was ready for him. Napo- 
leon, after carefully examining it, asked the maker 
if he still felt sure a bullet could not pieree it. 
The workman said he was sure no bullet could pen- 
etrate it; that he himself would feel entirely safe 
with it on in ashower of bullets. The Emperor 
asked him to put it on, that he might examine it 
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more fully. The maker put the jacket on himself, 
that the Emperor might see how finely it fitted and 
protected the body. 

After a careful examination of its make-up and 
apparent safety, Napoleon stepped back a few 
feet, and drew his pistol on the man, who cried 
out : 

“Don’t try it on me!” 

But the Emperor said : 

“Vou told me it was perfectly safe,” and fired. 

The armor proved itself bullet-proof 

So Christ has made an armor that renders its 
wearer perfectly safe against all the fiery darts that 
may be hurled against it. Christ has tried it on. 
He was led out into the wilderness to be tempted 
of the devil. For forty days and nights Satan tried 
to pierce this armor, but broke all his arrows on it. 
It could not be penetrated. It was thoroughly 
tested on Christ, that all who put it on might feel 
_ safe, 

Each soldier of Christ is told, at his start, to “put 
on the whole armor of God, that ye may be able to 
stand against the wiles of the devil.” This armor 
covers the Christian’s loins, his breast, his feet, and 
is a complete shield to his whole being against any 
temptation or trial he may encounter, Christ was 
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_ “tempted in all points like as we are, yet without 
sin.” 
Let me say, then, to all who feel a little timid 
about the Christian’s armor, that it has been tested 
by our “Captain” and thousands of his soldiers, 
and has never yet been pierced by our enemy’s 
bullets. | 

Let us all learn a lesson from this incident of the 
Emperor, to put on and trust the Christian armor, 
It has been tested. Trust it in life. Trust it in 
death. Then you go up, and hear the Master say: 
“Well doner.” 
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ANGELIC FACE, 


eA] N incident occurred in one of our meetings 
Gi) near Boston, that taught mea great lesson 





in leading souls to Christ. I can never lose sight 
of it. 

A lady connected with one of the city churches, 
but residing in that place, found she was not the 
humble, happy Christian she once was. She came 
to me, asking how she might obtain anew the joy of 
salvation ; she felt she loved Jesus, but so faintly 
that the warmth and power of that love were gone. 
The conflict was long and severe. On one occa- 
sion, she said to me: 

“My husband has become sceptical. He rejects 
the Bible. It is of no use to speak to him. I-have 
scarcely any hope of his being converted. But, oh, 
that I could enjoy the Saviour’s love as I used to!” 

At length the desire of her heart was granted, 
and all the joy of her first love to Jesus was 
restored to her. 
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And now, though she had been a Christian, and 
a kind, careful wife and mother, she seemed almost 
like another person. The false representations of 
religion were ended. Its sweetness and happiness 
shone in every feature of her face, gave melody to 
the tones of her voice, and added a new charm to 
all she did. 

She went about the house singing the songs of 
Zion. Anything that was not sinful, that would 
make her husband happier and her home pleas- 
anter, she cheerfully performed, saying but little, 
however, about the change in her feelings; she did 
not need to, it was so apparent. Her husband saw 
it, and compared her present state with her past. 
Somehow this led him to look into his own heart. 


- The conviction was forced upon him that religion 


was a reality, and one he could not do without. 
Some four days after this change in his wife, I 


“called on him, to learn why he rejected the Bible 


and religion. I asked him to be frank with me, and 
tell me if he had no desire to be a Christian. 

He replied : 

‘Mr. Earle, I have said nothing about it to my 
wife ; but, sir, I feel I am a lost sinner, and if you 
will pray for me, I will kneel down with you 
right here.” 
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And, pointing to his wife, who was at that mo- 
ment passing through the room, with the tears on 
her bright face, he continued : 

“That woman, my own dear wife, has had more 
power over me for a few days past than everything 
else put together. She has ‘been a professor of 
religion for years, but I knew she did not emoy 
religion, and I said if that was all there was in re- 
ligion, I did not want it. But for the last few days 
she has looked and acted almost like an angel ; and, 
sir, I cannot stand it ; there isa power in her sweet, 
happy face that melts my heart. I cannot with- 
stand the attraction of such a religion.” 

And all this because the joy of salvation was 
restored to the heart of that Christian wife! Oh, 


the power of Christ’s love when it burns and glows - 


in the heart! 

And perhaps some pious wife who reads these 
pages, has gone alone to the table of our Lord for 
many long years, just because het love to Jesus has 
been feeble and faint, and consequently. her repre- 
sentation of religion unattractive and false. 

Some of these parents have not seen their chil- 
dren converted, for no other reason than that they 
have not had the joy of salvation filling their hearts 
and running over in their lives; they are Christ’s 
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own redeemed ones, but do not live as becomes his 
family, every member of which ought to be a well- 
spring of joy, pouring streams of gladness into 
every heart within reach. 
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MET a Captain Newland, who, evidently 





Boy, had been regenerated, born again, forty 
Pee before I knew him. Yet he was entirely un- 
conscious of it. He said he prayed for forty years 
for conviction for sin. He had never half seen his 
sins, as he believed. And how could he be converted 
until he was convicted more than he had ever been ? 
When the church had communion, he would sit one 
side, and look on, and often say, “ How I wish I 
was worthy to be one of them!” How he wanted 
to observe the ordinances, if he could only experi- 
ence religion ! 
~ No society he enjoyed as he did the society of 
God’s people; yet he had no idea that he was a 
Christian, In this state he had lived on all these 
years. 

I finally asked him if there had never been a time 
in earlier life that he had thought at that time it 
was possible he had been born again. He thought 
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not. He would give worlds, if he had them, if he 
could become a Christian. 

I then related to him my weak Christian experi- 
ence. That I could not tell when the Holy Spirit 
took possession of my heart ; that I had gone alone 





a great many times, and prayed for a deeper sense 
of my sins; that I would often find myself trying 
to sing almost as soon as I got off of my knees. I 
would go back and pray again for conviction, but . 
could never have it as I desired. 

I finally discovered one little ray of evidence of a 
change. It was this. I knew I felt different 
towards those that acted like Christians. I wanted 
to be with them, and hear them speak of their ex- 
perience. I read in the Scriptures: ‘We know 
that we have passed from death unto life, because 
we love the brethren” (that is, experienced Chris- 
tians). I knew I loved a Christian as well as I 
_ knew I loved my mother. No matter when or how 
it came into my heart, it was there. With this 
little ray I joined the church, and started in 
the service of Christ. Now my hope is clear and 
bright. 

He looked at me with surprise. 

“Do you think you area Christian?” he said. 
J have had all you speak of.” 
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Finding that his church home would be among 
the Baptists, if anywhere, I recommended him to go 
- with me to the church at their next church meet- 
ing, and tell the church just how he had felt, and 
what he had done during all these years, and I 
would be present, and charge the church to vote in 

his case just as they were willing to meet at the 
Judgment. | 

“Tf you will do that, I will go,” he said. 

The church voted unanimously to receive him. 
They then told him they were as ready to receive 
him twenty years ago as they had been that day. 

As the church had no pastor, I baptized him. 
He went to work actively in Christ’s cause. Soon 

_he became a deacon in that church, and I had much 
rather have his hope to meet God with than many 
a self-confident professor. 

Going over the country as I have, I have found a 
great many men and women in the same state— 
“unconscious Christians.” I could feel, as it were, 
a spiritual pulse beating in their bosoms, yet they 
feel no evidence of regeneration. Like Lazarus, 
after Christ restored him to life, his heart beating, 
his .blood coursing, yet he had no light. The nap- 
kin was about his eyes. “Loose him,” said the 
Saviour, “and let him go.” 





aloes he Ne a aa 





AN UNCONSCIOUS CHRISTIAN. 33 


So I have found a multitude who only needed to 
have the napkin taken off, and all was light. They 
are unconscious Christians. Others have evidence 
of the conversion of these persons, but they are not 
satisfied themselves, and need help. Let me say to 
Christians who have light, ascertain, if you can, if 
there are those among you in this state of doubt 
and darkness. ‘Loose him, and let him go.” 
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bak LMOST any one will sell you goods they 
ea W have to part with, if you can pay for them, 
but few will lend you, if you are poor. Thereisa 
beautiful incident illustrating this in the fourth 
chapter of the second book of Kings, and aléo full 
of rich instruction. 

_A good minister had died, evidently in middle 
life, leaving his family not only poor, but in debt. 
Perhaps his salary was too small to support them. 
Or, perhaps the parish had neglected to pay what 
they had promised. Or, worse yet, the minister or 
his wife, or both of them, did not know how to econ- 
omize. There was evidently a fault somewhere. 
For “they that preach the gospel shall live of the 
gospel.” It was sad enough for the wife and two 
children to be left alone and very poor. But to 
have bills come in for goods she knew they had 
used, which she was utterly unable to pay, was very 
crushing to her in her deep affliction. These credi- 
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tors also told her that, if there was no other way to 
pay them, they should sell her half-grown-up sons’ 
time until their dues were paid. 

In her deep trial she went to the prophet Elisha 
for counsel and help. He inquired how much she 
<could pay, or just what she had in her house, She 
told him, “Thine handmaid hath not anything in 
the house save a pot of oil.” This she was care- 
fully keeping, no doubt, against the day of extreme 
need. . 

The Divine directions were that she should go 
out through all the neighborhood, and borrow 
empty vessels such as were then used, and would 
hold oil. Not partly filled vesseis, but empty ones. 
Now, if she borrows, the neighbors must have con- 
fidence in her. She was to bring these vessels to 
her own house. God gave her favor in the eyes of 
these acquaintances, and perhaps none refused her. 
She soon filled her house with these vessels. Her 
success was far greater than she could reasonably 
expect. 

She was now to call her sons into the house, and 
shut the door upon them all. Instead of Elisha’s 
doing it for her, she must take up her pot of oil, 
and pour out into all the vessels she had borrowed, 
at least until the oil stayed. So she poured out, 
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and the boys brought the vessels to her, and carried 
them away. Her oil, like unused religion, was stiff 
and candied, and did not run very freely at first. 
But at last it got warm, and ran freely. Like our 
feeble love to Christ, it was multiplied and greatly 
increased by being poured out, “There is that 
scattereth, and yet increaseth.” With the oil run- 
ning more freely than at first, she said to her sons, 
“ Bring another vessel.” But every vessel in the 
house was full, and the oil stayed. 

Enough of the oil was then sold, and ali her debts 
paid, dollar for dollar, and plenty left for her and 
her sons to live on. She could now meet her credi- 
tors with: pleasure, looking them all in the face, 
God was honored by it, and her sons could remain 
- under her influence and care, and sing with their 
mother a sweet doxology of praise for what God had 
done for them. 

Let us learn from this incident to increase our 
ability and means of doing good by using what little 
we have. “They that wait upon the Lord shall 
renew their strength.” 
































BEGINNING YOUNG. 


Re wa HEN Christ was twelve years old, he said 
to his parents, “I must be about my 
Father’s business.” 

In the winter of 1860, while I was holding a 
meeting near Boston, a girl about twelve years old, 
came into my room with tears on her face, and 





said : 

“««Mr. Earle, I came up here to give my heart to. 
Jesus. I feel that I am a great sinner. Will you 
pray for me?” 

I said, “I will pray for you, and I can pray in 
faith if you see that you are a sinner; for Jesus 
died for sinners.” 

After pointing out the way of salvation, I asked 
her if she would kneel down by my side and pray 
for herself, and, as far as she knew, give hérself to 
Jesus, to be his forever. 

She said, “I will; for Iam a great sinner.” 

Could one so young, and kind to everybody, be 
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a great sinner? Yes, because she had rejected the 
Saviour until she was twelve years old; and when 
the Holy Spirit had knocked at the door of her 
heart, she had said, “No, not yet. Go thy way 
for this time.” 

We kneeled down, and after I had prayed, she 
said; | 

“Jesus, take me just as] am. I give myself to 
thee forever. I will love and serve thee all my 
dite.” 

The door of her heart was now open, and Jesus 
entered and took possession. The tears were gone 
from her face, which was now covered with smiles. 
And I believe holy angels in that room witnessed 
the transfer of her heart to Jesus, and then went 
back to heaven to join in songs of thanksgiving; 
for “joy shall be in heaven over one sinner that 
repenteth.” 

Ella then went down stairs, her face beaming 
with joy as she thought of her new relation to 
Jesus, and said to her mother: 

“T have given myself to Jesus, and he has 
received me. Oh, Iam so happy!” 

Little did we think that in a few days she would 
be walking the “golden streets” with the blood- 
washed throng. 
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Like the Redeemer, who, when at her age, said 
to his mother, ‘“Wist ye not that I must be about 
my Father’s business?” she seemed to long to be 
doing good. Reader, will you do the same,now? 
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fended in in a body the Soe Baptist church, on 


Leonard street, to listen to a sermon by Rev. A. 
B. Earle. As the announcement was made public, 
the attendance at the church was so great that 
nearly half that came could not get inside. 

“The services were opened by prayer, followed 
by singing, after which Mr. Earle delivered his dis- 
course. He spoke ina plain but earnest manner, 
engaging the deep attention of his audience. 

“The text selected was from Mark ix: 44, 
‘Where their worm dieth not, and the fire is not 
quenched.’ He said he should call their attention 
more particularly to the latter clause of the text. 
He thought nothing would grieve them more than 
to meet with a fire which they could not put out; 
they would go home sorrowful at heart should such 
an event happen to them. They had often met 
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and subdued this enemy —fire; they had always 
quenched it; but he should speak to them of a fire 
which could never be quenched. 

*‘ He then divided his text into two parts; first, 
What the worm is that dieth not, and why it does 
not die; second, What the fire is that is not 
quenched, and why it is not quenched. 

“The worm that never dies is guilty memory, 
—the remembrance of past guilt. Memory is like 
a living, gnawing worm, producing a restless 
pain in the soul, as a gnawing worm would do in 
the vitals of the body. Impressions once made 
upon the mind can never be effaced. A name once 
heard or mentioned, though forgotten for a time, 
will return in after years when circumstances shall _ 
recall it. Incidents of childhood carry their recol- 
lection to the grave. Memory is active when all 
else is still. In moments of peril the memory is 
more vivid and active, and thoughts of the past 
crowd upon the brain with inconceivable rapidity. 

“Instances are often related of men in peril, by 
sea or land, who have seen the events of former 
days recalled by memory; words and deeds. they 
had thought forgotten have returned to them ; 
their past life has seemed to come before their 
- mental vision with startling reality. When the 
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soul shall have dropped its fetters, and passed 
beyond the restraints of flesh, memory will still be 
fresh and active.' This-memory which tenants the 
body during life, and clings to the spirit hereafter, 
is the gnawing of the deathless.worm. This worm 
draws all its nourishment from this world. 

“He cited as an instance of the activity of mem- 
ory, and its effects, the case of a prisoner who was 
removed from one prison to another, where the 
treatment was better. The man said he did not 
like the new prison as well as the old one, although 
he did not have to work as hard, had better food 
and kinder keepers; but in the new prison the 
convicts were not allowed to speak to each other; 
and in this terrible silence his memory was ever 
active —it was all think, think, think. So it will 
be hereafter: we shall be constantly shinking. 
We should therefore be careful how we store the 
memory, since its recollections will ever be present 
with us. 

“In the second part of his discourse he con- 
sidered the fire that can never be quenched. 

“ They might believe that no fire could break out 
in the city which, by their skill and activity, they 
could not put out; and their fellow-citizens, confi- 
dent in their ability, went to their repose, feeling 
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that by the vigilance, tact, and energy of the fire- 
men their lives and property were secure. But 
there is a fire that cannot be quenched: it is 
remorse, or the realization of our sin in fhe dark 
world of despair. The Saviour says it is better 
to have but one eye than to be cast into hell, 
where the worm dieth not and the fire is not 
quenched. 

“The fire of God’s wrath is the sinner’s realiza- 
tion of his wickedness, and a guilty remembrance 
of the past. The reason this fire cannot be 
quenched is, there is nothing there with which to 
quench it. Suppose a building was wrapped in 
flames, and the firemen brought their engines to 
the spot, but could find no water; they would be 
powerless, however good their intentions. So with 
the fire of God’s wrath—the guilty remembrance 
in the world of despair; there will be nothing 
with which to put it out; there is nothing here 
that can quench it but the blood of Jesus. 

‘‘ He called their attention to the heroic fireman, 
young Sperry, of New Haven, who went into a 
burning building to save a child supposed to be 
there, and lost his own life. He felt assured there 
“was not one among that company whom he ad- 
dressed but would rush, as Sperry did, into the 
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flames to save a fellow-creature’s life. So if he 
(the speaker ), by rushing into the flames of per- 


dition, could drag a brother out of the fire, how — 


readily would he do it. 

“ An Indian, who had been converted, was asked — 
by a white man to describe how religion came to 
him. He led the white man out to the woods, and — 
gathering some dry leaves, arranged them in a 
circle, and put a little worm in the centre of it. 
He then set the leaves on fire. The worm sought 
escape, first on one side, then on another, but there — 
was no way out; so, drawing itself again to the 


‘ centre of the circle, it sank into a numb and listless_ 


state. The Indian then lifted the worm from the 
fire with his fingers, and said, ‘This is the way 
God saved me! Jesus plucked me out of the 
flames.” So nothing but the hand of God can save 
any one ; nothing but the blood of Jesus can quench 
the fires of a guilty soul. ce 
“To be saved we must be born again. Some . 
people suppose they would be happy if they could 
get to heaven. They are mistaken; they could 
not be happy there, unless this fire within them 
had been quenched here. A guilty soul in heaven 
would be like a convicted murderer pardoned at 
the last moment by the governor of a state. He is 
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now a free man, and the law cannot touch him. 
He returns to his home and his family. His wife 
welcomes him back with joy, and his children gather 
around him, Still he cannot be happy: conscious- 
ness of guilt haunts him. The governor may par- 
don, but cannot justify. Remorse preys upon him, 
and he feels that he cannot stay in that happy 
home — itis no place for him while blood is on 
his soul. 

“ The preacher then drew a metaphor, strikingly 
applicable to his hearers, illustrating the free 
agency of man in his own salvation. 

«Suppose the exterior of a building was con- 
structed of fire-proof materials; fire could not 
reach it on the outside, and it could be opened 
only from the inside. -Suppose this building should 
take fire from the inside, and you knew there was 
a citizen within, liable to perish in the flames. 
You would go there with your engine, and seek to 
save him; but you could not reach the flames from 
the outside, and could do nothing unless the man 
opened the door. If he would be saved, he must 
open the door, and that speedily, for the flames 
were gathering closer around him each minute. So 
it is with each of us—every man holds the key of 
the door to his own heart. Jesus says to every 
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one, ‘Behold, I stand at the door and knock; if you 
will open the door, I will come in and save you.’ 

“There is a fountain filled with blood that will 
extinguish this fire, and it will be poured upon the 
guilty soul if the door is opened; for the blood of 
Christ cleanseth from all sin." But when we pass 
out of this world this blood cannot be obtained, and 
the fire cannot be quenched.” 
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CALLETH FOR THEE. 


gi IIS Bethany house and family, situated not 
Ge quite two miles out of Jerusalem, was one 
of Christ’s pleasant homes, where he could sleep 
and rest, I think their old parents were dead, and ~ 
had left the homestead to this one son and two 
daughters. The Saviour had often. visited that 
home, and loved the brother and the two sisters, 
and they loved him. They, no doubt, had one par- 
ticular room they called Christ’s room, and one 
place at their table they called Christ’s ‘ place. 
Although he was the God-man, equal with the 
Father, yet he seemed like one of their own family. 

But it happened then, as it often does now, when 
death enters a family, he takes the one that it is | 
the hardest to part with. Death came for the only 
man in the family. But I think the sisters were 
- not much alarmed as long as they knew Christ was 
within a few hours’ walk of them. They believed 
he would come and heal him. But he grew worse, 
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and they sent a messenger after Christ, with a love 
message, “ Lord, he whom thou lovest is sick.” 

Lazarus grew worse, and sank down rapidly. I 
imagine Mary said, ‘‘ Martha, look down the road, and 
see if Christ is not coming. Do look again; he is 
dying.” When our friends “ite sick, and the doctor 
delays, minutes seem hours. And, by the way, any 
thing but a slow doctor. Lazarus died, and Christ 
had not come yet. They carried him out and 
buried him the same evening. You all know 
how a home appears after a funeral. There isa 
coat and ahat,a doll and a plaything, to remind 
you that a dear one is gone. Just such a home 
that was. 

The night came on, and Christ had not come. 
Three days passed, and he had not come yet. 
Mary’s heart was crushed. Finally they heard that 
Christ was within a few hours’ walk of them. 
Martha went alone after Jesus, but Mary sat still 
inthe house. Christ’s talk with Martha so changed 
and cheered her feelings that she went back after 
Mary, and said to her, “The Master is come, and 
calleth for thee.” Martha appeared and spoke so 
differently, her tone of voice and countenance all so 
changed, that Mary rose at once and went, although 
she thought she would not. 


CALLETH FOR THEE. te gO) 


I often use this tender and impressive incident in 
this way, by analogy, that the circumstances con- 
nected with Lazarus being raised from the dead 
are like the circumstances in a revival. 

First, they sent for Jesus, but did not go. So, in 
a revival, there is often an undue reliance on for- 
eign help. 

Second, only part of the family went first. Mary 
was not going to doathing. So, in a revival, only 
part of the church start first. The rest, like Mary, 
do not intend to go into the work. 

Third, Martha got her own heart warm, then 
she could talk with effect with Mary. So, ina 
revival, a few go first, and get their hearts warm, 
then go after Mary or the rest. 

Fourth, when Mary and Martha both went, the 
whole neighborhood turned out. So, in a revival, 
when Christians get their hearts warm, the com- 
munity about them are aroused and turn out. 

Fifth, they had a weeping, groaning time before 
_ Lazarus was raised. So,in a revival, Christians 
weep between the porch and the altar. 

Sixth, they had to remove the stone before Laz- 
arus could come forth. So, in a revival, stumbling- 
blocks must be removed. 

Seventh, when they had done what they could, 
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they could stand still and see God’s salvation. So 
in a revival. 

Eighth, Lazarus came forth bound with grave- 
clothes, and must be loosed. So, in a revival, men 
are converted, but need help from the church. 

Ninth, that miracle raised in Bethany a monu- 
ment to Christ’s divinity. So does a healthy re- 
vival in any place. 

Let all Christians learn by this incident and an- 
alogy how to work in leading men to Christ. 
“The Master ic come, and calleth for thee.” 




































































COULD I DO BUSINESS? 


OULD I go on with my business if I be 
eS gj come a Christian? That would depend 
on what your business is. If you are engaged ina 
wicked business, you would have to give it up. 
“Tf I regard iniquity in my heart, the Lord will 
not hear me.” To be a faithful Christian never in- 
terferes with any lawful business or pleasure, on 
the sea or on the land. 

I heard of one of New York’s largest merchants, 
with a multitude of employees, yet, meet him where 
you would, he was always ready to converse on the 
subject of religion. He seemed filled with the love 
of Christ. They thought no one could enjoy relig- 
ion as he claimed to, and perform the amount of 
work he did. So they went to his store, and 
watched him. Whenever the clock struck, he 
would withdraw into another room for a moment or 
two. They managed to see what he did in that 
room. He would drop on his knee for a moment, 
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and thank God that he had kept him another hour, 
and ask grace for the next hour. When asked 
about it, he said: 

“Why, brethren, I serve God by the hour, and 
by his grace I mean to serve him by the half hour 
pretty soon.” 

Could he go on with his business, and yet bea 
faithful Christian ? 

I met the professors and students in Knox Col- 
lege in Illinois, while holding a meeting in that 
town, and said to them: 

“J always wanted to stop any man when I heard 
him asking persons to give up all for religion, and 
request him to explain himself. Did he mean that 
that husband and wife should separate? Not at 
all. Shoulda student give up his studies to bea 
Christian? No. Should business men give up 
lawful, honorable business to serve the Lord? 


Not in the least. What, then, does the Saviour 


require me to give up, to be his obedient, happy 
child? Not one proper thing. Christ never asked 
me to give up one thing except what was sinful. 
The fulness of Christ’s love was never designed to 
make one real pleasure less.” 

The students took hold of this thought, and the 
president wrote me nearly every one of them had 
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either become a Christian, or had asked to be 
prayed for that they might be. 

So that the “joy of the Lord”’ is the Christian’s 
strength. Christ only wishes to take from us what 
is sinful, and would hinder our highest enjoyment 
here, and our eternal happiness beyond. Will you 
be a Christian then? If not, why? 
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=a to the bottom, one of the ship’s crew was 
doing something on the deck when a great sea 
struck the ship and went fairly over the deck, 
- striking this man with great force, disabling him 
and carrying him into the mad waters. 

Although he was a good swimmer, he was so dis- 
abled that he could only keep above water. They 
saw him lifting up his imploring hands through the 
white foam, signifying his desire for help. But the 
Captain said, “Don’t lower a boat, for no small boat 
can live in this sea, in this terrific storm. We can- 
not save the man. The most we can do is to save 
the ship.” 

The vessel was bearing farther and farther from 
the helpless man. Once more they saw his im- 
- ploring hands come up among the white caps further 
off, which moved all hearts that witnessed it. Still 
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the Captain said a small boat must not be lowered, 
as it could not live a moment among these wild 
billows. | 

But one man who was an expert swimmer, was so 
moved by the imploring signals of the drowning 
man, that he threw off his loose garments, say- 
ing: 

“‘T will save that man, or die with him.” 

So plunging into the surging deep, he struggled 
so bravely with the mad waters, that he reached 
the poor man just as his strength had gone; he had 
given up and was filling with water, and sinking 
down unconscious. He grasped him, and strange 
to tell, he brought him so near the ship that a small 
boat was lowered, and both men were taken up and 
laid down upon the deck. The one that had been 
swept overboard, entirely unconscious and his de- 
liverer nearly so. Appliances were used and both 
were brought to consciousness. 

As soon as the rescued man opened his eyes and 
found he was not in the ocean, his first words 
were: 

“Who saved me.” 

He was pointed to his deliverer still lying on the 
deck in his wet clothes. He crept to his deliverer, 
and putting his arms around his feet, and in the 
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most tender and heart moving tone of voice cried 
out: 

“T’m your servant, I’m your servant.” 

He felt that he could never do enough for him. 

Let me ask all who read this incident, would you 
not put your arms about the bleeding feet of your 
great Deliverer and say from a full heart: 

“Jesus, I’m your servant, I’m your servant. 
Ask anything of me, Jesus, and I will do it the best 
I can.” 
































-DO YOU DIE HERE. 


QM ILETHER all of the angels have yet had 
4i the privilege of visiting this world, and 





eaten about over its rivers and seas, its mountains 
and valleys, and its great variety of beauties, and - 
understanding its revolution among other worlds, or 
not, I do not know. 

I know when this world was dedicated, many of 
them attended and sung together at the dedicatory 
service. These saw it launched, and shouted with 
great joy. But there may be millions of them who 
have never had time to see this planet yet. 

Many years ago I heard the fiction of an angel 
visiting this world, and looking at its beauties, and 
wondering at what he saw, and becoming greatly 
delighted with the scenery about him. The flowing 
rivers and restless seas, the high mountains tower- 
ing up toward heaven in their grandeur, the deep, 
wide spread valleys and their great productions, the 
trees and flowers all seemed so beautiful and won- 
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derful that he was almost inclined to make his 
home here, until he was passing a graveyard. See- 
ing so many monuments and little mounds, he in- 
quired what it meant. He was told: 

“There is where we bury our friends when they 
die.” 

He started with the greatest astonishment, ex- 
claiming : 

“Die, die! Do you die here?” 

“Yes we all have to die in this world.” 

“Then I do not wish to stay here. If all have 
to die let me go to that world where they do not 
die.” 

What a discount to every blessing in this world 
that we must so soon die and leave it all. What 
an argument for seeking a country where there is 
_no death, Let us lay up our treasure there. 
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YEN the History of Persia a very tender inci- 
SS Hj] dent is related. Twelve men had been 
robbed and murdered under the very walls of the 
city. The King resolved that the crime should be 
traced out and all concerned in it put to death. 

After a long search the guilty ones were found 
and their guilt established beyond a doubt. The 
King had sworn on the Koran that they should be 
put to death. 

The sentence had been passed and the day of ‘ 
their execution come. 

Great efforts had been made to procure a pardon 
for the prisoners, but it was impossible, although 
they in some ways belonged to a branch of the 
King’s family. 

Among the men to be executed was a young man 
of great promise, scarcely twenty years of age. His 
very appearance drew universal interest and sym- 
pathy to him. Men and women were in tears, cry- 
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ing out, “can’t this young man be pardoned?” But 
no way was seen. He was to be executed in a few 
hours. Just then a tender scene was witnessed ; 
the father of this young man came rushing forward 
and was admitted to an interview with the King. 
He addressed the monarch in words something like 
these: 

“You have sworn on the Koran that these men 
should die, and it is just they should, but I who am 
not guilty, come here to ask a great favor; it is that 
I may die in my son’s place. He is young and just 
betrothed in marriage, and has hardly tasted the 
sweets of existence. Oh, sir, be merciful! and let 
me be executed in his place. Let my son live to 
taste of the waters and till the ground of his ances- 
tors! I will meet the just demands of the law for 
him. I know he is guilty and deserves it all, but I 
love him and will cheerfully die for him.” 

The monarch was deeply moved by the father’s 
appeal but could not pardon without a suitable sub- 
stitute, and so accepted this kind, loving father in 
the place of the son. 

The son, wild and almost distracted with grief, 
plead with the king to reverse his decree to accept 
his father, and to inflict on him the doom he justly 
merited and save the life of his aged and innocent 
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father. All hearts were melted at the scene. But 
the son was spared while the innocent father met 
the just demands of the law, and was executed 
instead of the son, and so the law of the kingdom 
of Persia was magnified and made honorable. 

This father’s love to the son was wonderful, but 
our Heavenly Father “commendeth his love to 

’ that while we were yet sinners, enemies, in 
open opposition to him, in giving his son to die for 
us. ‘God so loved the world that he gave his only 
begotten son, that whosoever believeth in him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life.” And 
Jesus, knowing all he would suffer, freely offered 
himself for us, saying, “ Father, here am I, send 
me.” This was love beyond degree; it has no 
parallel How can any one treat it indiffer- 
ently. 


“ So strange, so boundless was the love 
That pitied dying men ; 
The Father sent his equal Son 
To give them life again.” 


























GETTING THE SECRET 


St UDGE JOHNSON, in California, heard 
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that our meetings were still and quiet, in- 
stead d of being disorderly and noisy. The Judge 
said : 

“T don’t want religion, but I will go to the meet- 
ing, and get the minister’s secret in keeping a con- 
gregation still, and take it before a jury.” 

The first night he came he said: 

“The congregation was still, but I did not quite 
get the secret, but will have it.” 

The next night, the house being crowded, he 
occupied a chair in the aisle. During the service 
he paid the strictest attention, and seemed deeply 
affected. As I stepped down out of the pulpit, I 
asked if there were any present ready to give them- 
selves to Christ. The Judge rose to his feet, and 
said, with great earnestness : 

“Here is one who is ready.” 

Leaving his chair, he walked down to the desk, 


- 
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and kneeled for prayer, and would not rise from his 
_ knees until he had evidence of regeneration. 
* The secret of the Lord is with them that love 
him.” The Judge had the secret, 



























































‘GREAT WORTH. 


eA|HILE I was holding meetings at Carson, 





4, the capital of Nevada, a man came one 
Mindred and eighty miles through the terrible sand 
roads, from the city of Austin, bringing a written 
request, signed by ninety-nine of its citizens, asking 
me to come to their city, and preach Christ to 


them. .These signers had raised money, and sent: 


this request, although they kept a dance hall on 
one corner of the street, and card-playing table on 
another corner, and a drinking establishment on 
another. They sent me this word: 

“We are not satisfied with this business, or this 
way of living, but do not know what else to do. 
But if you will come and hold a meeting with us, 
we will quit all this business, and attend the meet- 
ing.” 

Why was this desire in the hearts of these men? 
Why this dissatisfied feeling, when they were living 
wicked lives, and pursuing this wicked business ? 
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Was it not because man isa noble being, though 
fallen, and it may be a wreck, yet he is a wreck of 
dignity, a creature of great worth. 


“ Man has a soul of vast desires, 
He burns within with restless fires.” 


I thought then, and think so still, if I could be 

the humble instrument in saving one such soul, I 
could afford to die. The joy-bells of heaven would 
ring louder and longer over such an event than over 
all the victories of the battle-field, or any other 
earthly achievement. 

I suppose, out of 1,500,000,000 of our race, not 
one person can be found who is really happy, in the 
true sense, without being born again, and having 
the “love of God shed abroad in his heart by the 
Holy Ghost.” 

In view of the lofty, godlike desires found in 
every human bosom, and the vast capabilities of the 
soul, how weighty and appropriate those words of 
Jesus: ‘What is a man profited if he shall gain 
the whole world, and lose his own soul, or what 
shall a man give in exchange for his soul?” Oh, 
what worth! What vast capabilities! 
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GOD’S REVOLVER. 


| NUMBER of years ago an incident oc- 
AVG) curred which greatly endeared the Bible 
to erat caused me to feel safe without any car- 





nal weapon. 

All in a moment I found myself surrounded by 
six men demanding my purse. I was where I could 
not defend myself or obtain help from man. I 
confess to a strange palpitation in my heart. It 
seemed clear that my purse or life must go. At 
that instant something seemed to say : 

“Tell them who you are.” 

With much difficulty I said to them: 

“TI ama minister of Jesus Christ. My business 
is to preach Christ wherever I go, and you know 
you are making a demand upon me that you cannot 
meet at the judgment seat of Christ.” 

After a little I distinctly heard one of them say : 

“Let him go.” 

Then I knew God’s revolver had taken effect. I 
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now became calm, and pointed them to the Judg- 
ment-seat, where they must meet me and this whole 
transaction. Strange to tell, they were silent for a 
little, then one by one went away, and left me 
alone. This was plainly the effect of preaching to 
them the great Day of Judgment, accompanied by 
the Divine Spirit. 

. I can never forget my feelings as I walked away 
from the spot, seeing “Jesus only” with me. I 
seemed to grasp the “Bible” with a new love and 
confidence, and silently said : 

“T shall never need any other revolver than 
this.” 

“For the Word of God is quick and powerful, 
and sharper than any two-edged sword.” What an 
illustration of this was that moment before me. 
The Bible is the Spirit’s sword. ‘The excellency 
of the power is of God, not of us.” For fifty-seven 
years in which I have been preaching “the Word,” 
I have witnessed its power over hardened, as well 
as moral, men, in bringing them to repentance, and 
causing them to forsake their sins. 

In view of this wonderful deliverance, I would 
recommend all ministers to preach more simply 
“the Word,” and all men to embrace and obey it. 
Let us scatter it everywhere. Let us put this 
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“ And though this world, with devils filled, 
Should threaten to undo us, 
We will not fear, for God hath willed 
His truth to triumph through us.” 
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Prednal_ 


HE CAME TO HIMSELF. 





De HANY years ago a wealthy family, consisting 
3 of parents and children, lived in peace and 


if 


contentment together until one of the sons thought 


ne could do better if he could get away from the in- 
fluence of home. That he could make more money 
and be more of a man. So he asked his father if 
he was willing to give him his share of the family 
patrimony that might fall to him after the father’s 
death. The father, in the kindness of his heart, 
divided his property and gave this younger son his 
full share of his estate, that is, all that would 
‘naturally belong to this son after the father’s 
_ death. 

This son fitted himself out with what was needed 
for along journey. He gathered all his means in | 
shape for travelling, and kissing his parents and the 
family, said good by, and started. 

He was now a wealthy, finely dressed young man. 
Loved and respected, no doubt, by all who knew 
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him, perhaps envied by many becausé of his means 
and position among men. 

No doubt he intended to live a correct life, amass 
wealth, and be aman of honor among men. But 
the tempter met him, and little by little he yielded, 
until he became loose in his habits, and riotous 
in living, and soon found his property and char- 
acter and his self-respect all gone, and he in 
a land of strangers, and not respected by any 
one. He was now glad to engage in the lowest 
calling for a living. Hungry, and ragged, and 
lonely, he began to review his strange career. 
Oh, the self-reproach and tears of repentance 
over his wicked and profligate life:—-Why did I 
leave my father’s house. How strangely I have 
wandered and fallen. What can Ido;I surely shall 
perish here, but who will take me in or care for 
such a wretch as I am. 

I remember my father’s prayers and my mother’s 
tender love. The hired help at my father’s house 
have every luxury and comfort, and here I am 
bloated with wine, and debased, and in sin. Is 
there no help or hope for me? 

My mother would be polluted were she to kiss 
me, my father would be disgraced to call mé his 
son. And yet I see no hope for me but in my 
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father’s house. O God, can I be saved from all 
this? What shall I say before thee? I have 
heard that Christ came into the world to save, the 
chief of sinners, and that is me. And again, 
“though your sins be scarlet, they shall be as white 
as snow; though they be red like crimson, they 
shall be as wool.” “If ye be willing and obedient . 
ye shall eat the good of the land.” Is it possible 
that such a lost one as I am, who deserves the 
frowns of God and the disapprobation of men for- 
ever, can lay hold of such promises as these? It is 
even so. Oh, how wonderful! “I willarise and go 
to my father, and will say unto him, Father, I have 
sinned against heaven and before thee.” I will ask 
my father to make me as one of his hired 
servants. 

The wandering son did this. He went home 
in rags a true penitent, to take the humblest 
place in his father’s house; but how was he 
received. 

No doubt the parents had long been praying and 
hoping for hisreturn. Long before the son reached 
his father’s house, the father lifted up his eyes and 
recognized the step of his long lost son, and the 
next minute he found himself running to meet his 
boy. Who can describe the father’s joy as he threw 
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his arms around him and kissed and embraced him, 
exclaiming: 

“Oh my son, my son; can this be my own dear 
youngest son.” 

The son is trying to say, ‘Father, I have 





sinned ” 

But the father says : 

“My son, don’t talk about that now but come 
home, and let your mother and the family embrace 
you.” 

Though he was barefoot and in rags, yet he was 
greeted as a son still beloved. How the joy bells 
rang out. How soon he was washed and dressed 
in the best robe, shoes on his feet and rings on his 
hands. 

A sumptuous dinner was soon in readiness and a 
thankful jubilee enjoyed. The son they feared was 
dead was yet alive and at home. Who that reads 
this incident does not feel and partake of the joy of 
that home. 

How beautifully this whole scene illustrates the 
boundless love of God, to wretched, fallen man. 
When man was not: only estranged, but in open 
rebellion against his Heavenly Father, he sent his 
only-begotten Son into the far country, to seek, and 
if possible, induce him to return home, 
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The bells of heaven ring louder and longer over 
the return of one lost soul than over any other 
event that transpires on earth. Let me ask any 
one who reads this tender, touching incident (if 
you have not already done it) to adopt the language 
of this lost son, “I will arise and go to my Father 
and say, I have sinned and am no more worthy to 
be called thy Son.” 

«Whosoever cometh unto me I will in no wise 
cast him out.” 












































HOLDING TO A STRAW. 


i FOUND a business man in Albany, who 
said he had been earnestly seeking Christ 





toastraw. It was this. He had said he would 
never go to an anxious seat to become a Christian. 
He believed one seat was as good as another. And 
so he prayed earnestly, and sought for fifteen 
long yeats to become a Christian, but had not suc- 
ceeded. 

The difficulty was not in a particular seat, but in 
his will. There was one thing he would not do, 
yet it would not have been sinful for him to have 
done that thing. He found that the will held as 
firmly upon a straw as it could upon a mountain ; 
that he could not have his way about the least 
thing, and become a Christian. There must be an 
unconditional surrender of the will to God, before 
God can get full possession of the dead affections 
of the heart, to quicken them into life. 





HOLDING TO A STRAW. 75 


This man would go into an inquiry meeting ; he 
would rise in a large meeting, and ask Christians 
to pray for him. He knew of no sin in his life that 
he had not given up, and wondered why he could 
not find peace. 

At last I asked him to leave the seat he then 
occupied in a large meeting, and come and kneel 
with me near the pulpit. This was the very thing 
he had said he would never do. His pride and will 
rose in a desperate struggle. Should he do, at the 
invitation of a stranger, what he had said he would 
never do? Could there be any virtue in a particu- 
lar seat? (The result showed him the seat had 
nothing to do with his conversion.) The difficulty 
was in his will. At last he said: 

“T will give up, and do what I have refused to do 
for fifteen years.” 

He started to come to a front seat, and before he 
had gone half way to that seat, he felt in his heart 
that his sins were gone, and that he was “a new 
creature in Christ Jesus.” It was not the measure, 
but the will in the way. He might have sought 
Christ fifteen years longer, and died without be- 
coming a Christian, if he had not given up that 
one condition. The will was holding to a mere 
straw. 
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HATING GOD, 


4, MET a very affecting scene in Philadelphia 
a few years ago. I went into the Mt. 
Vernon Hotel, and while waiting for a friend to 
come frgm his room, a merchant had turned out a 
glass of strong drink, and stood over it, uttering a 





stream of the most blasphemous oaths. He was 
not intoxicated, did not drink while I was in the 
room. 

While I stood by the door waiting for this friend, 
this merchant recognized me, called me by name, 
gave me his name, and asked me if I remembered 
, New York, 
fifteen years ago, and if I remembered leaving a 


holding a series of meetings in 





young man on the end of the front seat very anx- 
ious about his soul. I remembered the meeting, 
but did not remember about the young man. He 
said : 

“JT am that young man, and was very anxious to 
become a Christian. But you bade us good-by, and 
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left. That night I went home, and looked the mat- 
ter all over, and said, if I became a Christian, I 
must give up the drinking saloons and card tables. 
What had I better do? I finally said, ‘I will not 
become a Christian. Holy Spirit, leave me.’ And 
he did leave me. From that time I have perfectly 
hated God. For fifteen years I have not had a 
desire to become a Christian. I am a merchant 
purchasing goods; now I am going on with my 
business, yet I know, when I get through, hell is 
my portion.” 

I said: : 

“My dear sir, don’t say it, even if you think so. 
You hurt my feelings. A man not more than forty 
years of age going to perdition, hating God!” 

He said : 

“1 do not blame you, sir.” 

I was so pained by his talk I remained standing 
by that door for two hours, trying to find some ten- 
der place in his heart, but without success. I 
finally took his hand in both of mine, and said : 

“JT must go, and I want you to promise me that 
at a given hour (that I named), when you get 
home, you will kneel in your closet, and I will be in 
mine in prayer for you.” 

He replied : 
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“JT will not. I will not bow my knees to God. 
I know better. I hate God. 

I let go of his hand, and as I went down the 
street I said: 


“Oh, that I had stayed one night more! He ~ 


might have decided differently.” 
Then I saw the force and truth of those wonder- 
ful lines of Dr. Alexander: 


“ There is a line, by us unseen, 
That crosses every path, 


The hidden boundary between 


ok A God’s patience and his wrath. 
uw 
| 
yw To pass that limit is to die, 
9 : To die as if by stealth ; 
It does not quench the beaming eye, 
Nor pale the glow of health.” 
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HIS LAMP WENT OUT. 








Fate] SL RIKING incident was given me while 
ea laboring on the Pacifie coast. A deep 
cave had been discovered that, so far as was known, 
had never been explored. But one man, determined 
to have the exclusive honor of exploring the interior 


of the cave, procured a small hand lamp and a large 


ball of twine, and went to the cave alone, and fas- 
tening one end of the twine securely to some firm 
substance outside, took his lamp and ball of twine 
and entered the cave, climbing over rugged rocks 


and through deep, damp passages, unwinding his 


ball as he went. He felt sure if his lamp went out 
he could find his way back by the twine. 

In this way he had gone a long way into the cave, 
having several times passed through small openings, 
until he reached a large, beautiful room in the cave. 
This room was adorned with rare and beautiful 
curiosities, 


As far as could be ascertained, the man meant 
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to bring out some of these curiosities. So setting 
down his lamp and putting his ball of twine-by the 
side of it, he had gone some distance to break off a 
a specimen, to bring out to his friends. 

While he was doing this his lamp tipped over and _ 
went out. He at once left whatever he was en- 
deavoring to obtain, to find his lamp and twine. 
He knew his life depended on his finding his lamp — 
and twine. His tracks could be seen where he had 
crept in total darkness back and forth in search of 
his lamp, but it was allin vain. His lamp once out 
his death was certain. If any one ever started for 
a given window, in a very dark night, perhaps reach- 
ing just the opposite window, you can imagine how 
difficult was the situation of this poor man in the 
dark cave. 

Long weary hours and weary days and nights, he 
searched as best he could for his lamp and twine, 
still in vain. Oh what thoughts of home and dear 
ones. What self reproach over his folly in not hav- 
ing some one with him, but it was too late then. 
He must die alone unwept. At last the struggle 
was over. Exhausted and worn he laid down and 
died. And as no one knew he was there, it was a 
long time before his body was found and returned 
to the dear ones. 


rm 
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So it is with unconverted men, they have a little 
fe.) 5 ee, 
light, in having some desire to become a Christian. 


| The Holy Spirit, though often grieved and insulted 


by their rejection of his gracious calls, still shines, 
although it may be faintly, upon their darkness and 


would lead them out to hope and heaven. As in 


the cave when the light went out, the thread was 
lost, so when the Spirit leaves, the silken thread of 
desire is lost and they are in a dark cave without a 
guide to lead them out. Then their bitter cry will 
be, “ The harvest is passed, the summer is ended, 
and we are not saved.” 


* Too late! too late! will be the cry, 
Jesus of Nazareth has passed by.” 
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IN DESPAIR. 


@|H1EN I-was in Portland, Oregon, a merchant 
attended our meeting with not the slight- 





est idea of ever becoming a Christian. He stated 


to me that for the last ten years he had felt entirely 
certain that he had committed the “ unpardonable 
sin,’ and that nothing that could be said or done 
could possibly bring a ray of hope to him. 

He was engaged in a large mercantile business, 
and very active in it, yet certain that hell was his 
portion when life terminated. Think of a man in 
his family and business circles for ten long years, 
shut up in this prison of despair. 

On Sunday, I preached in the great City Hall, on 
the sin that can never be forgiven. This man was 
present. 

In the sermon, I answered four questions. First, 
what is this sin ; second, who can commit it; third, 
how it shows itself after it has been committed ; 
fourth, why it cannot be forgiven. 
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That this sin is not murder, nor theft, nor drunk- 
enness, nor falsehood, but a wilful and continued 
rejection of the gospel of Christ. Not one act of a 
man’s life, but a repetition of the same thing until 
he is a sinner let alone. To continue to say, no, 
no, to the calls of the gospel and strivings of the 
Holy Spirit, until not one desiré is left in his heart 
to become a Christian. That with the commission 
of this sin the desire to seek Christ dies out in his 
bosom. 

That when he has fully reached this sin he is 
never gloomy, never cast down as the effect of this 
sin. He never enjoyed life better, sleeps well, 
works well. He has no conviction for sin now, but 
on the contrary, 


“The conscience may be still at ease, 
The spirits light and gay; 
That which is pleasing still may please, 
And care be thrust away.” 


I showed as clearly as I could that the most 
moral person in the world, who deliberately said 
no, to the call and invitations of the gospel of 
Christ, was in equal danger with the immoral, as 
the moral had more light than the immoral, and 
hence the danger of grieving the Spirit, 


IN DESPAIR. 8s 


As I pursued this course of reasoning, it flashed 
across this despairing man’s mind that it was barely 
possible that he had not committed this sin. After 
the sermon he sought an interview with me 
alone. ; 

After listening to an account of his experience 
and reasons for believing himself a doomed sinner, 
I saw clearly that the Holy Spirit was then striving 
with him, and that he only needed light on the 
nature of that sin. I finally said to him: 

“TJ will not take your sins on me, but I will take 
the unpardonable part of them on me (I know 
better ) ; this sin never shows itself in this way in’ 
one instance. I can pray in faith for you if you will 
give yourself to Christ as far as you know.” 

We kneeled and prayed. What a scene followed. 
He seemed to wake up as from a ten years, dream. 
The spell was broken, Christ stood forth before his 
mind’s gaze, all radiant with love as his Saviour. 
He felt the witness of his acceptance, and oh, such 
joy as beamed in his face. Such manifest expres- 
sions of gratitude to me that I had come six thous- 
and miles to show him Christ. I felt then and do 
now a thousand times paid for the whole journey 
and work, on the Pacific Coast. I wished then and 
do now that I could fly to every man on earth who 
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‘fears, as did this man, that he has committed this 
sin, and speak the same words to him. But let me 
caution every one not to say no to calls of the 
Gospel again. There is the last call and the last 
opportunity. 








who had raised a college by his own merits, 
came to my room, by the request of his wife, to 
converse with me on the subject of religion. He 
said : 

“T will state to you my sentiments, then you can 
give me such advice as you think proper. I believe 
in God, the Father Almighty, but do not and can- 
not believe in the Son, that is in Jesus. Now sir, 
what am I to do.” 

“What are you todo? You are to be lost forever 
unless there can be a change,”’ I replied. 

“You make out that I am in a bad condition,” 
he said. 

“You are in a bad. condition,” 1° replied, 
“You say you believe in God the Father, and he 
says, ‘There is none other name under heaven given 
among men whereby we must be saved.’ So that 
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there can be no possible hope in your case unless 
there can be a change in your views. 

“Well, sir, I can never believe in the Son of 
God,” he replied again. 

I said again to him, “that must settle the ques- 
tion forever if it is so. For the Father has no 
blood to shed for you and “ without the shedding of 
blood there can be no remission.” 

I asked him if he would kneel down and pray 
with me. 

“Yes,” he said, “I will pray to the Father, I 
know no Son.” 

But what a chilly prayer. After a little further 
conversation, I said: 

“Your case is not hopeless. Will you give me 
your hand and pledge of honor that you will not 
knowingly grieve the Holy Spirit from you?” 

“T pledge you that I will not knowingly resist 
the Spirit.” 

I said, “ My dear sir, I can pray for you now and 
believe the Spirit will show you Jesus.” 

In about three days he kneeled in a large assem- 
bly and offered this prayer : 

“QO Lord, I promised that I would not resist the 
Holy Spirit, and he has melted me all down ang, I 
have a glimpse of Jesus.” 
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I felt sure the full-orbed day would soon rise to 
his view. Ina few days after this, he stood in the 
midst of a great crowd and made this statement : 

“Ten days ago I stood upon a platform of infi- 
delity, now I have sweetly embraced Jesus as my 
Saviour.” While it is true that no man can find or 
come to Christ, except by the Holy Spirit, it is 
equally true that we can resist him, and be lost for- 
ever. 









































I’'VE NO HOPE. 


1 WAS just sitting down at my own table, 
j at twelve o'clock, one day, when one of 


my neighbors came in greatly excited, and said 





to me: 

“T wish you would go over to my house as soon 
as youcan. Ifear my son Charles is dying, and I 
desire very much to know how he feels.” 

I did not stay to dine, but hurried to the house, 
and it was well I did for the young man was dead 
in thirty minutes after I reached the house.. 

I found him sitting in a large arm rocking chair, 
dying with a putrid sore throat. He could breathe 
easier in that position. I saw that death was upon 
him, and if I said anything to him I must do it at 
once. I very mildly asked him this question : 

“Charley, if it should please your Heavenly 
Father to call you away pretty soon, do you think 
you have a good hope?” 

He struggled with this terrible disease (the 
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putrid sore throat ) for a moment, determined to let 
me know how he felt, and finally got out these 
_ words: 

“Won't you pray that God will have mercy on my 
soul?” 

I said, “ I will Charles.” 

After a few words pointing out the way to Christ 
(for I had to be very brief, death was doing his work 
so rapidly ) I said to the neighbors in the room: 

« Wiil you all kneel down with me whether you 
are Christians or not, and help me pray for this 
dear young man.” 

They did kneel down with me, and oh, how we 
begged of God for Christ’s sake to save Charles if 
possible, even in this extremity; to pluck him asa 
brand from the burning. We could hear his strange 
voice during the prayer: 

“OQ God, have mercy on my soul.” 

When we rose from our knees, his sobbing 
mother put her arms around his neck and her wet 
face upon his, bathing it with her tears, as if to get 
the comforting words, said : 

“Charles, don’t you think you will meet us in 
heaven ?” 

‘His reply was, “No, mother, I’ve no hope.” 
; Turning his dying eyes on me, he said: 
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“Won’t you pray that God will have mercy on 
my soul.” 

Although I had just risen from my knees, I said: 

“T will Charley. Come neighbors, kneel down 
with me again and help me pray.” 

Oh, what a moment it was, while we plead once 
more that if possible, God would save Charley. 

When we arose from our knees the second time, 
death was so near that I assisted in laying him upon 
the bed. While we stood over him in his death 
struggles, his poor mother, said : 

“Let me come, I must speak-to him once more.” 

She spread her arms over him, putting her wet 
face upon his again as if determined to get the 
comforting words, and said: 

“Charles, don’t you think you will meet us in 
heaven ?”’ 

“No, mother, no, I’ve no hope.” 

These were the last words that dropped from his 
lips. He gasped a few times, and was gone. May 
God save any of you from witnessing such a 
scene. 

The family threw their arms around each other 
and sobbed aloud. When I tried to speak a word 
of comfort to them, they cried : 

“No sir, we can’t have it so.” 


IVE NO HOPE. 93 


But it was so. I think they continued this sob- 
bing for a full half hour. 

When they became calm enough so that I could, 
I kneeled and prayed with them, and for them, that 
God would sustain and comfort them. 

As I left that house, and went towards my home, 
and looked up into the open heavens, I said : 

Jesus, I will be a better minister; wherever I go 
I will plead with young men, to seek thee while 
they may.” 

I do intreat every one who may read this inci- 
dent, if you have not already done it, not to delay 
one hour in securing the salvation of your soul. 


“The Spirit calls to-day, 
Vield to his power, 
Oh, grieve him not away, 
Tis mercy’s hour.” 





















































KISSING HIS FEET.,, 


VERY tender, suggestive sight can -be 
seen in Greenwood cemetery. It is the 
monument of a noble fireman, with his fireman’s 





> cap and trumpet, and a little babe in his arms. 

The occasion of the monument was this: 

In one of those terrible fires in New York, that 
often burn whole blocks, several families had been 
burned out. It was supposed that every one had 
been taken from the burning building, when a half 
frantic mother cried at the door: 

“My darling child is in the building.” 

She was about to rush into the flames to rescue 
her babe, when this fireman cried: 

“You cannot get your child.” 

She said, “I must have my child.” 

_ The fireman’s heart was moved for the mother 
and he said : 
“TJ will get your child.” 
At the risk of his life, he went up through the fire 
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to the room, and sure enough there was the little 


unharmed babe, unconscious of its danger. He 
took it in his arms to bring it to his mother, and 
had gone but a short distance, when he discovered 
that the floor had fallen in. Then he knew he 
must die, there was no escape for him. A’ quick 
thought struck him, “ Can’t I save this* child, if I 
must die? Iwilltry.” So tossing the child through 
the fire and smoke (as he knew about where the 
men were), strange to tell the child was caught 
and saved, while the fireman went down among the 
falling timber and fire, and lost his life. 

“ Would any one blame that child if it went every 
opportunity that offered, and got down on its knees 
and kissed and kissed again the cold marble feet of 
the fireman, and looking up in his face should say: 

“He saved me, but he lost his life in doing it.” 

So who is there among us who would not go to 
the bleeding feet of our Saviour and kiss them, and 
looking up in his face, say: 

“‘ He saved me, but he lost his life in doing it.” 


“ Allfor Jesus! all for Jesus, 
All my being’s ransomed powers, 
All my thoughts, and words, and doings, 
All my days, and all my hours.” 
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LOST IN THE ACT. 





and set my feet upon a rock.” 


I heard of an incident in Scotland very much like 


the Prophet Jeremiah’s being taken out of a deep 


pit of mire and clay by having ropes and old clothes © 


let down to him, Jeremiah tying the ropes about his 
body, and the thirty men, sent for the purpose, 
drawing him up. (Jer. 38.) 

The incident in Scotland was this. Three boys, 
nearly grown to manhood, went into the woods 
back of their father’s house. In these woods was a 
very deep gulf. One of the boys proposed to see 


how deep into the gulf they could descend; the ~ 


other two agreed to go as deep as the leader would. 
All three agreed to this. They started, the leader 


going first. They slid down from rock to rocka ~ 
long way into the gulf, apparently, without thinking — 


how they would get back. They became intensely 
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excited to get as low down as possible. They saw 
one rock far below, which the leader determined to 
reach if he could. So, taking hold of an overhang- 
ing rock with both hands, he swung himself under 
this rock, and dropped upon the rock below. The 
other two let themselves down in the same way. 

They now discovered that the rock on which they 
stood overhung a very deep chasm, and that they 
could not return by their own strength, and no one 
could come to their assistance. They saw no way 
but to die in this gulf. Long, weary hours they 
heard only the echo of their own fruitless cries. 
They had time to think over their madness and 
folly. 

Their father missed them, and raised the whole 
neighborhood, and searched the woods for his sons. 
They looked all along the edge of the gulf, if possi- 
bly they might find a hat or coat, or some evidence 
that they had fallen into the gulf. At last they 
heard the cry of the boys, and knew about where 
they were. 

The father had, no doubt, read the thirty-eighth 
chapter of Jeremiah, and said at once ; 

“T can get my boys.” 

- He procured long, strong ropes, and fastening 
one end of these ropes firmly at the top, let the 
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other end down into the gulf; But the overhang- 
ing rock threw the rope beyond the reach of the 
boys. They vibrated or swung the rope so that it 
swung within the reach of the boys. I have called 
their names George and John and Benjamin. 
George caught the rope first, dnd was told to put it 
around his body, and tie a hard knot, one that he 
could not untie himself ina hurry. They assured 
him the rope was strong, and they had plenty of 
help. But George could not be prevailed upon to 
tie a hard knot, but to tie it so that, if he was 
afraid, he could untie it in an instant, but did not 
think he would. So they drew slowly upon the 
rope until George’s feet were out on the rock as far 
as he could go without swinging off. He feared to 
swing off over the chasm, and untied the knot to 
throw himself back with his brothers; but he had 
waited too long, was too far over, so went down into 
the chasm, and was lost in the very act of being 
‘saved, 

John took the rope next, but notwithstanding the 
“death of George, and the assurances of his father 
that it would be entirely safe to tie a hard knot, and 
swing off, he would not tie a hard knot, but did not 
“believe he would untie it, but left it so that he 
Peduld! se) 2) at fica beep 
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John tried to trust, but just as he was about to 
swing off and be saved, he untied the loose knot to 
throw himself back by the side of Benjamin. He, 
too, had waited too long, and was lost just as he 
was about to be saved. ea: 

Benjamin next took the rope, and putting it 
around his body, said : 

“T will do anything you tell me.” 

This time a hard knot was tied, and Benjamin 
swung off where he could not help himself. Just 
what his father wanted him to do. His father 
knew then he had him safe. I imagine, as he went 
up his rugged way, Benjamin said: 

“Father, I cannot help myself at all,” 

“No, my son, don’t take hold of a twig or rock ; 
just trust me.” 

Just as God says to us, “ Only believe.” 

Soon Benjamin was on the rocks above, safe in 
his father’s arms, and poor George and John might 
have been there too, if they had only tied a hard 
knot. 

So God says to all who would be brought out of 
the horrible pit. Tie a hard knot, and swing off 
on the cord of Christ’s love. “Only trust him, 
only trust him,” and you too will say, “ He brought 
me up also out of a horrible pit.” 
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In the city of New York, while relating this inci- 
dent, a sea captain present, a profane swearer, 
sprang to his feet in the public assembly, and said, 
with great earnestness : 

_ Give me hold of that rope, sir; give me hold of 
that rope!” ; 

The scene was a very thrilling one; everybody 
seemed touched by it. The meeting was soon dis- 
missed. 

I had further conversation and prayer with the 
captain that night, but he hesitated about tying a 
hard knot, and becoming a Christian, for this 
reason. He had always made his men on the ves- 
sel obey him by swearing at them, and if he became 
a Christian, he could not swear at his men. And 
for a whole day he held that rope (so to speak), 
unwilling to give it up, and yet feared his men 
would not obey him, if he gave himself to Christ. 
At last he said to me: 

“JT will tiea hard knot. I will become a Chris- 
tian, if I give up my vessel.” 

After giving himself to Christ, he went on board 
his vessel, called all his men about him, and told 
them he had become a Christian, that there would 
be no more swearing on their vessel. They had 
prayers on board, instead of profanity; his men 
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LIFT YOUR THUMB. 


mil LIS incident I used at the close of a sermon 

- | in “ Union Hall,” in San Francisco, Cali- 

.fornia. About four thousand were present, and it 
was believed five hundred men and women asked us 
to pray for them that they might be saved. 

I think I feel as the nurse did, in the hospital, 
with his thumb on the great artery, while a wounded 
soldier arranged his matters to die. 

After a severe battle, a soldier had his arm am- 
putated very near his body. The veins had been 
taken up, and he seemed to be doing well; but on 
one occasion, as the nurse was dressing his wounds, 
the blood began to flow freely. The nurse held the 
vein with his thumb, and sent for a physician, who, 
on entering the room, said, “It is well, my brave 
fellow, that it was not the large artery—I can take 
this up.” A short time after, the blood flowed 
more freely than before, and the skilful nurse, 
placing his thumb this time on the large artery, 
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which had broken open, sent again for the phy- 
sician. 

After a careful examination of the whole matter, 
it was decided that the artery could not be taken 
up without removing the thumb of the nurse; and 
if his thumb was removed, the soldier must die 
immediately. 

It only remained for the brave man to make 
immediate arrangements for death. About three 
hours were employed in sending messages to loved 
ones, and in arranging his effects before he left the 
world. When this was done—the nurse still 
holding the vein, and knowing that death would 
follow in three minutes after lifting his thumb — 
the brave but dying soldier said, “ Now, kind nurse, 
you can take off your thumb: I must go. Fare- 
well to all.” 

Now came the severe trial to the nurse—how 
could he lift his thumb under such circumstances! 
The accumulated blood already rendered it dif- 
ficult to hold the artery; so, turning his eye from 
the soldier, he lifted his thumb. and in three 
minutes death had done its work. 

I think I feel very much as this nurse did —fear- 
ing, as I do, that with many in this congregation 
the crisis has come when you are to decide where 
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you will spend eternity. I fear this is for some of 
you the line | 


“That marks the destiny of men 
For glory or despair.” 


As the nurse felt that he could not lift his thumb, 
and yet must, so with me now — How can I close 
this sermon, and end this entreaty, without know- 
ing that you will not grieve the Spirit away this 
time? 

Let me ask the Recording Angel to hold his pen, 
while each one of you in this hall decides the ques- 
tion — whether you will cherish what little desire 
you have to become Christ’s, what little of. the 
Holy Spirit’s influence still lingers about your 


heart, or say, “Go thy way for this time,” which - 


may be forever! 

But I must not linger. Let me request every 
person in the hall— whether professor of religion 
or not — who intends to cherish what desire he has 
to serve God, to rise on his feet. 

Thank God, nearly every one present has risen ! 
May God help us all to keep our resolution, for 
Jesus’ sake. Amen. 















































MEASURES IN REVIVALS. 


NUMBER of years ago, in a series of 
; i meetings in Boston, I was preaching in 
fremont Temple to a large assembly on “dealing 
kindly and truly with Christ.” At the close of the 
sermon I asked all who would undertake to do it 
as they understood kind treatment, to rise up, when 
nearly every one sitting rose to their feet. 

I then asked all who had not been able to get 
seats, and had been standing during the services, 
to raise up their right hand, and nearly all who were 
standing raised up their hands. Among them was 
a stranger from Washington Territory, who raised 
his hand. This brought his promises to God for 
the last ten years vividly to his mind. 

He sent to me at the close, asking if I would see 
a stranger at my room the next day. 

When I met him he said : | 

“Ten years ago I promised the Lord, if I was 
prospered in business, I would give liberally to the 





‘ 
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cause of missions. I have been prospered, and 
have not fulfilled my vow. But last night, by rais- 
ing my hand in your meeting, I promised to be true 
to Christ, and dare not violate my promise any 
longer. 

“How much do you mean to give?” I asked. 

“Not less than three thousand dollars,” he 
replied. 

I took him to our mission rooms, where he gave 
his check for eight hundred dollars, and tcok our 
missionary, Lyman Jewett, to support, then opened 
a correspondence with him in the foreign field. 
The next year he sent ten hundred dollars to 
Brother Jewett. I learn he has since left quite a 
tract of land and a considerable sum of money with 
the Foreign Mission Board. All this can be traced 
to that simple act of raising his hand in that meet- 
ing. 

It was a simple measure, adopted to get men to 
commit themselves to do what they believed was 
right. The act of raising his hand had no. merit in 
itself, but to induce an immediate action. For ten 
years he had prayed over this question, and prom- 
ised that some time he would do it, but was never 
ready to act. Now he had pledged, and must per- 
form. I have found a multitude during the last 
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fifty years in the same condition as this man, need- 
ing something like this to bring them to a decision, 
and enable them to take a stand for Christ and his 
cause. I think I havé been thanked a thousand 
times for taking some such expression, helping hes- 
itating individuals to a decision, although they were 
often displeased with it at first, yet thanked me for 
it afterwards. 

And yet we need great wisdom in leading men to 
Christ to use the best measures (as they may be 
called ) to secure the object. I think it well some- 
times to ask inquirers to meet Christians in another 
room, to stop after meeting for conversation, or 
something of the kind, without adopting any set of 
measures. Let the occasion and circumstances 
suggest their own measures, or none at all, accord- 
ing to the judgment of the person conducting the 
services, I find “a diversity of operations” even 
by the Holy Spirit. Do the best we can, we shall 
no doubt make more or less mistakes. But let us 
be as careful of each other as we can. Perhaps this 
incident will do some persons good. 












































Af 


Pry wre Vie yn’ 





MY TWO DOLLARS.. : Whe Ct 





Bis picture senor in two one-dollar bills, at the - 


same time relating the following touching inci- 
dent : 

Her only child, at the age of six years, gave her 
heart to the Saviour, giving, as the pastor with 
whom I was laboring said, the clearest evidence 
of conversion. 

At once she went to her mother and said, “ Ma, 
I have given my heart to Jesus and he has received 
me; now, won't you give your heart to him?” 
(The parents were both unconverted at the time). 
The mother replied, “I hope I shall some time, dear 
Mary.” The little girl said, “Do it now, ma,” 
and urged the mother, with all her childlike earnest- 
ness, to give herself to the Saviour then. 

Finding she could not prevail in that way, she 
sought to secure a promise from her mother, feel- 
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ing sure she would do what she promised ; for her 
parents had made it a point never to make her a 
promise without carefully fulfilling it. So time 
after time she would say, “ Promise me, ma;” and 
the mother would reply, “‘I do not like to, promise 
you, Mary, for fear I shall not fulfill.” 

This request was urged at times for nearly six 
years, and finally the little petitioner had to die to 
secure the promise. 

Several times during her sickness the parents 
came to her bedside to see her die, saying to her- 
“You are dying now, dear Mary.” But she would 
say, “No, ma, I can’t die till you promise me.” 
Still her mother was unwilling to make the promise, 
lest it should not be kept. She intended to give 
her heart to Jesus some time, but was unwilling to 
do it “ now.” 

Mary grew worse, and finally had uttered her last 
word on earth: her mother was never again to hear 
that earnest entreaty, “Promise me, ma.” 

But the little one’s spirit lingered, as if it were 
detained by the angel sent to lead her mother to 
Jesus, that the long-sought promise might be heard 
before it took its flight. 

The weeping mother stood watching the counte- 
nance of the dying child, who seemed to say, by her 
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look, ‘Ma, promise me, and let me go to Jesus.” 
There was a great struggle in her heart as she said 
to herself, ““ Why do I not promise this child? I 
mean to give my heart to Jesus; why not now? If 
I do not promise her now, I never can.” 

The Spirit inclined her heart to yield. She 
roused her child, and said, “ Mary, I will give my 
heart to Jesus.” ‘This was the last bolt to be 
drawn ; her heart was now open, and Jesus entered 
at once, and she felt the joy and peace of sins 
forgiven. 

This change was so marked, she felt constrained 
to tell the good news to her child, that she might 
bear it with her when she went to live with Jesus; 
so, calling her attention once more, she said, 
“Mary, I have given my heart. to Jesus, and he 
is my Saviour now.” 

For six years Mary had been praying to God 
and pleading with her mother for these words ; and 
now, as they fell upon her ear, a peaceful smile 
lighted up her face, and, no longer able to speak, 
she raised her little, pale hand, and pointing upward, 
seemed to say, “Ma, we shall meet up there.” 
Her life’s work was done, and her spirit returned 
to Him who gave it. 

The mother’s heart was full of peace, though her 
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loved one had gone. She now felt very anxious 
that her husband should have this blessing which 
she found in Christ. 

The parents went into the room where the 
remains were resting, to look upon the face of her 
who slept so sweetly in death, when the mother 
said, “Husband, I promised our little Mary that 
I would give my heart to Jesus, and he has 
received me. Now, won’t you promise?” 

The Holy Spirit was there. The strong man 
resisted for a while, then yielded his will, and 
taking the little cold hand in his, kneeled and said, 
“ Jesus, I will try to seek thee.”’ 

The child’s remains were laid in the grave. The 
parents were found in the house of prayer— the 
mother happy in Jesus, and the father soon having 


-some evidence of love to Christ. 


When I closed my labors in Springfield, Dr. Ide 
said to his congregation, “I hope you will all give 
brother Earle some token of your regard for his 
services before he leaves. As this mother heard 
these words, she said she could, as it were, see her 
little Mary’s hand pointing down from heaven, and 
hear her sweet voice saying, “Ma, give him my 
two one-dollars.” 

Those two one-dollars I have now, wrapped 


- 
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around the picture of that dear child, and wherever 
I go, little Mary will speak for the Saviour. 

Reader, is there not some loved one now point- 
ing down from heaven and saying to you, “ Give 
your heart to Jesus?” Are you loving some 
earthly object more than Jesus? God may sever 
that tie—may take away your little Mary, or 
Willie, or some dear friend. Will you not come 
to Jesus, without such a warning? 











NEVER AGAIN. 


WAS holding meetings in a beautiful town 
in New York, and for some reason there 





was a special interest felt for a Mr. Brown, who 
lived about a mile off. One Christian would go and 
ask him to attend the meeting, then another, but 
he would say to them all : 

“T don’t want religion. I have everything I 
want.” 

He did not wish them to trouble themselves 
about him. He should not attend the meetings. 
He had a dear little girl; her name was Josephine. 
He would take her in his arms, and caress her, and 
say: 

“This is enough for me.” 

But God knew how to get Mr. Brown to meeting. 
He took Josephine, and put her in a coffin. I 
preached a funeral sermon at the house, from the 
words, “ Suffer little children to come unto me.” 

If you want your children to be tenderly cared 
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for, and have every possible advantage, let them 
come and live with me, Christ says. 

After the services were closed, we all wanted to 
see the corpse. So the coffin was placed upon a 
standin the yard that all might see. ‘The father 
determined to be the last. He stood looking 
for a long time at the beautiful face of his Jose- 
phine, and when asked if the coffin could be closed, 
said : 

“ You must not close this coffin!” 

And finally he cried aloud : 

. “ She will never call me father again! She will 
never call me father again!” and repeated it, I 
think, a dozen times, until we were all convulsed 
with weeping. 

At last the coffin was closed, and I went to the 
grave, and returned to the house with the family. 
As we sat in the parlor, Mr. Brown saw something 
of little Josephine’s. (If you ever buried a dear 
one, you know there is a coat, or hat, or doll, or 
something to remind you that a dear one is gone. ) 
He walked the floor, crying out as before: 

“She will never call me father again.” 

I finally said : 

“Mr. Brown, be calm, and hear me. You say 
she will never call you father again, - I am not sure 
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of that. Little Josephine is now walking the golden 
streets, and perhaps saying: . 

*«*] wish my dear father was here.’ 

“ And if you should be converted, and go to heav- 
en, the very first hand that grasps yours, and the 
first voice you hear may be your little Josephine’s, 
saying > 

*«*Q my dear father, have you come to live in 
heaven ?’” 

God blessed these words; he became calm and 
thoughtful. 

It was not long before he said: 

“T will seek Jesus, I will.” 

He sought Christ, and as soon as he found him 
he commenced preaching the glorious gospel of the 
blessed God. 

The last I knew of Mr. Brown he was preaching 
the gospel, and little Josephine waiting his arrival 
at the golden gates. Why would he not come be- 
fore little Josephine was taken, while she could 
kneel by his side ? 

Why won't you come, dear friends, until God 
shall take some dear one from you, or you come 
wading through some deep affliction to Christ? 
Come just as you are. 












































NIGHT OF PRAYER. 


GA|HILE holding a meeting in Kingsboro, the 
field of good Dr. Yales’ labors, all Chris- 
1 were urged to seek more power with God, that 





they might have power with men. Among those 
who determined to “tarry in the upper room at 
Jerusalem until they were endued with power 
from on high,” was the consecrated pastor. 

After the ordinary means had failed to give him 
what he believed he ought to possess, he went into 
his study, and without laying off his clothes, con- 
tinued in earnest prayer until called to breakfast in 
the morning. As he passed me, he simply said, in 
a very subdued, tender tone of voice: 

“Brother, he’s come; he’s come.” 

He went with us to church, and as soon as meet- 
ing was opened, he arose, all subdued and tender, 
and asked two of his elders to come forward and 
kneel and pray for him, and after that he would 
pray for his church. But nearly his whole church 
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rosé in mass, and kneeled around their pastor. 
The scene that followed beggars description. The 
Spirit fell in melting, subduing power upon all in 





the house. Oh, the tears, the confessions, and yet 
the joy that filled that house! That day but little 
secular business’ was done, even among the uncon- 
verted. The town seemed like a boiling pot. Men 
entered each other’s shops, but could not work. At 
night the strongest, as well as the weakest, rushed 
into the inquiry meeting, filling the house, the un- 
converted praying with and for each other. The 
plowing and sowing had been so thoroughly done 
by Dr. Yale in his long years of pastoral work 
there, that all seemed to know what to do to 
be saved, and only needed the Spirit’s power to 
rest upon them to lead them to immediate ac- 
tion. I think but few persons were left out 
of the fold, within a reasonable distance of that 
centre. 

This wonderful result could be traced largely to 
that night of prayer on the part of the pastor; not 
to wonderful preaching or measures. 

I write this to ask the pastors and churches if 
here may not be found the secret of their weak- 
“ness and want of power with men to lead them to 
Christ. They have not power with God. 


























NO MORE PRAYER FOR HIM. 





cities where I was holding a meeting, attended the 
meeting a few days, and was powerfully convicted 
of his lost condition. I think fully twenty Chris- 
tians in the meeting were really burdened in prayer 
for his conversion. There seemed to be groanings 
that could not be uttered, for him. My own heart 
was so burdened for his conversion that I went to 
‘ my room, and wrote him a kind letter, pointing out 
the way to Christ. But before I took the letter 
from my room, I lost all burden for him. I kept 
the letter until I could see the twenty who felt so 
deeply for him, as the letter would be of no service 
to him if he had sinned away the day of grace, and 
grieved away the Holy Spirit. 

I found, as far as I could learn, that all the bur- 
den of prayer had been taken from every one of 
those Christians about the same hour, so I did not 
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send him the letter, but carefully watched the re- 
sults. 

He went from the meeting, and took the intoxi- 
cating cup, and then would use profane language. 
But the Spirit strove with him again, and again he 
would take the cup, until the Spirit took his flight. 
_ Then none of us could pray for him. God has 
said. “ There is a sin unto death. I do not say that 
ye shall pray for it.” No one can have a spirit of 
prayer for one who has committed this sin. 

This man stretched a bar of iron across the door 
of his pew, turned over the curtain, and labeled it, 
cursed the society of which he was a trustee, said 
he would have nothing more to do with them. 

I followed him for six years in his downward 
career. He took larger draughts of intoxicating 
drink, lost his position as a city officer. His family 
could not live with him. He became a vagabond, 

- and finally committed suicide. 

Oh, that all would be very careful not to grieve 

the Holy Spirit! 


“ There is a line, by us unseen, 
That crosses every path, 
The hidden boundary between 
God’s patience and his wrath.” 
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5 MONG tthe deeply anxious inquirers in one 





oo of my meetings in New York was one of 
the professors in a college. For weeks he ear- 
nestly sought to become a Christian, but to no 
avail. We all wondered what could be in his way. 
T-asked him if he kept back anything, or if he knew 
of any sin he was unwilling to give up. He knew 
of nothing. 

After along search we found his difficulty. It 
was this. He had fully decided that no one should 


know his feelings until he was sure himself he was | 


a Christian. We asked him if he would go into the 


inquiry meeting, or rise, or go forward for prayer. _ 


He said no. We asked him if he would like to 
have us pray for him. 
“Do just as you please,” would be his reply. 
And yet, as soon as he could reach his room 
alone, he would shut his door, and plead to become 
a Christian. He would remind God of his direc- 
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tion to enter his closet and shut the door and pray. 
He did this for forty days. But no light. He 
believed he could find Christ without letting any 
one know his feelings, or asking them to pray for 
him. This was true; but he could not find Christ 
until he was willing to ask others to pray for him. 
He had a condition, and that was that he would not 
ask any one to pray for him until he knew he was a 
Christian. He could not be converted in the closet 
or out of it, until this condition was given up. So 
he struggled on for a long time without peace. At 
last he was led to ask if it was possible that it was 
because he was unwilling to ask any one to pray for 
him. He was honest and sincere, and thought he 
was doing right. He finally said: 

“If this condition is in the way, I will give it 
up,” and left his room to do what he had said he 
would never do, and that was to get some one to 
pray with and for him, and only got to the foot of 
the stairs before he found great peace and light. 
It was then an unconditional surrender. All con: 
ditions must be abandoned before conversion. 





ORO A Pee er ee ye 


NO DESIRE. 


= N Maine I was sent for to visit a young lady 
ly | who was dying, and thought she had no | 
desire to become a Christian. She was educated 
for the medical practice, and when about ready to 
enter upon her chosen profession, her lungs failed, 






_andshe died. She could only whisper when I vis- 


ited her. One of the pastors had just called, but 
she did not wish to see him, as she had no desire, 
as she thought, to become a Christian. 

Although she knew she must die, yet her heart 
was so hard she said she did not wish to converse 
on the subject of religion. In this state she was 
passing into eternity. 

The result, however, showed that she had a real 
desire to become a Christian. As the Spirit con- 
victs the world, I suppose there is more or less 
conviction for sin and desire for religion in every 
heart. 

I sat down near her bed, and after a few words of 
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inquiry, taking out of my pocket a pencil and 
paper, I said : 

“ Julia, if an angel out of heaven sat where I do, 
with a deed written with the blood of Christ, leav- 
ing only a blank with room for your name, and the 
seal of blood opposite the blank, holding a pen in 
his hand dipped in Christ’s blood, should say, 
‘Miss 
blank, with this peri, you shall belong to Christ for- 





ever,’ would you write your name there? Do you 
think you would hesitate ?” 

(I wish you all could have seen that pale, death- 
stricken face at that moment.) She saw the point. 
She saw, in the light of the figure, that she did de- 
sire to become a Christian. This satisfied her that 
the desire was in her heart. She whispered, with 
what little strength she had: 

“ T would.” 

T said : 

Julia, are you satisfied that you have some de- 
sire to become a Christian ?” 

“T am,” she replied. 

I then asked her if she would like to have me 
kneel down and offer a short prayer for her. She 
said : 

“T would.” 


, if you will write your full name in this ~ 
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‘Will you give yourself to Christ as far as you 
know, as far as you understand yourself, while I am 
praying? You say, if by signing that deed you 
could belong to Christ forever, you would do it. 
Now, will you, instead of signing the deed, silently 
say, ‘Here, Lord, I do give myself to thee; ’tis all 
that I can do?’” 

“‘T will,” she said. 

I kneeled down, and while praying I felt the evi- 
dence of an answer. The whole room seemed filled 
with the Divine Spirit. 

After prayer I asked : 

“Did you give yourself to Christ while I was 
praying, as far as you know?” 

She replied ;: 

1 did.” 

Her answer was, with great firmness. 

« Will you ever take it back ?’ 

« Never.” 

When I left that room, I said to her: 

“If you never take that back, I shall walk the 
golden streets with you.” 

The young lady lingered for a few days, and con- 
tinued to whisper till the last minute of her life : 

«Peace, peace, peace.” 

What she needed was to know how to give her- 
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self up as far as she had light, and be persuaded to 
do it. 
~~ Let me ask the reader of this incident, if an 
angel held such a deed and pen as I have just de- 
scribed to you, assuring you, if you would sign your 
full name to it, you should belong to Christ forever, 
- would you sign it?) Do you think you would? Is 
this not desire and feeling enough to warrant an 
immediate action? Will you not do as this young 
- lady did, and be Christ’s forever, and kneeling 
alone, say: 


“ Here, Lord, I do give myself to thee, 
*Tis all that I can do” 


And never take this gift of yourself to the Saviour 
back. Pray differently after this, “Jesus, let me 
know that I am accepted.” Press your suit for an 
answer to the prayer for this evidence. 
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ON. A WOODPILE. 


HILE I was holding a series of union meet- 

ings in Manchester, N. H.,in the early 
part of 1864, a boy, about fifteen years of age, who 
was living with a gentlemen ten or twelve miles 
from the city, came to visit his widtwed mother, 
and attended our meetings. 

The second evening of his attendance he decided 
to give himself to the Saviour. This he did, and at 
once became an earnest worker in the Master’s ser- 





vice. 

Soon after this, the gentleman with whom he was 
living came to the city, and desired him to go back 
with him. 

“No, he said, “I cannot go while these meetings 
continue.” 

No wonder he felt so. The whole city and re- 
gion around were being moved by the power of the 
Spirit ; scores and-hundreds were under conviction 
for sin, and, as the fruit of the work, it was 
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thought as many as fifteen hundred were con- 
verted. 

But his mother advised him to return, telling 
him he could carry the Saviour with him. This 
placed the matter in a new light, and after looking 
it all over, he said: 

Ves, I can carry the Saviour with me; I will go.” 

With this feeling he returned to his home in the 
_country, where he ,soon had an opportunity of 
knowing and showing to others whether or not he 
had brought the Saviour with him. In the course 
of the day he went out to split some wood, and 
while he was thus engaged, several of his young as- 
sociates, among whom he was a favorite, hearing 
the sound of his axe, gathered around the woodpile 
where he was at work. And there, standing on 
that woodpile, and holding his axe in his hand, this 
boy delivered a message for Jesus, which has 
already been the means of bringing hundreds into 
the church of Christ. 

The boys began at once to question him. 

“We hear there is a great revival at Manchester, 


~ 


Is it true?” . 4 


> 


“Tt is so, boys,” was the reply, “and I have 
given myself to Jesus, and wish you would give 


yourselves to him.” 
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They did not need long arguments and repeated 
appeals to move their young hearts, but responded 
at once to his invitation, saying : 

“We wish we were Christians.” 

He then asked them to go and get as many of 
their companions as they could, and come to his 
room, and they would have a meeting that evening. 

At the appointed time a large number of boys 
came to his room. Our young brother said to 
them : 

**T will do just as Mr. Earle does at Manchester.” 

He then read from the Word of God, and prayed | 
with them. After this he said: 

Mr. Earle says, at Manchester, if any would 
like to have Christians pray for them, he would 
like to have them rise; so, if you would like to 
have me pray for you, I wish you would let me 
know.” 

Nearly all desired him to pray for them, and 
many of them prayed for themselves, in that first 
meeting. God was perfecting praise out of those 
young lips. 

At the close of this meeting they agreed to meet 

-again on the following evening. 

A larger number were present at the second 

meeting, among them a business man, who came to 
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listen to the boys. God’s Spirit moved upon his 
heart, and he was soon converted. 
The work thus begun continued to widen until it 


had gone among all the churches in the village, and 


several of the adjoining villages, and over three 
hundred were soon gathered into the churches in 
that vicinity, —all this, apparently, the fruit of that 
boy’s sermon on the woodpile. 

But this was not all. About six months after 
leaving Manchester, I was in a printing-office in 
Boston, and there found this same boy setting type. 
I asked him if he was learning the printer’s trade. 
The reply is well worthy of record. Said he: 

“Mr. Earle, my father is dead, and my mother is 
poor; I am trying to earn money, that I may get 
an education, and preach the gospel.” 

This moved my heart. I thought how many rich 
men have money enough and to spare, while this 
boy is working hard-to earn a few dollars to prepare 
himself to preach Christ. Then and there I said: 

“ Jesus, I will do more for thy cause than I have 
been doing.” 

I left him to labor on long enough to satisfy him- 
self that it was not excitement. A few months 
after, I called there again, and finding he could 
leave at any time, said to him; 





I will see to your wants, although it may require 
sacrifice on my part.” : 
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ON HIS JUDGMENT. 


A‘s| VERY interesting lawyer rose in a large 
| meeting I was holding in New York, and 





“Mr. Earle, would you advise a man to come to 
that front seat for prayer, without any feeling? I 
have not a particle of feeling on the subject of 
religion, any more than I have had for fifteen years. 
I would not be ashamed of it if I was a Christian. 
It would be the proudest moment of my life, sir. 
If you advise me to come purely on my judgment, 
I will come.” 

He came, and kneeled with us, and while kneel- 
ing, said to himself: 

“TI never did a thing nearer right than to kneel 
before God, my Maker.” 

A gentle desire began to come into his heart, 
which he cherished, and soon saw himself a lost 
sinner, and gave himself to Christ, and became 
a happy, active ‘Christian, and for more than 
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thirty years has been an able minister of the 
Gospel. 

How much better for men to come to Christ on 
an enlightened judgment than on their feelings or 
emotions. I have known a great many to start in 
the same way, and such persons hardly ever back- 
slide. ; 

Let me ask all whose eyes may rest on this page, 
to act on their judgment, and come to the Saviour ~ 
without one hour’s delay. Comeas you think you 
would if you had the deepest feeling on the subject. 
Make out a deed of yourself to Christ. Sign, seal, 
and deliver it. Then ask for the evidence of your 
acceptance. God will meet you a great way off, — 
and bless you. 





Dia 
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ON THE FIRST STEP. 


FIND a great many persons unwilling to 





yr9.e~q| start in the Christian life, fearing they will 
not hold out. Others, who have really passed from 
death unto life, are trembling, and hardly dare to 
take a step forward, lest they shall go back. 

A few years ago, while I was troubled in the 
some way, I visited Bunker Hill Monument. I 
really got.a fine lesson from it. After paying the 
small fee to the man who has the care of the monu- 
ment, he gave mea small lamp to light my steps. 
' I took the lamp, and stepped inside on the stone 
floor, and as the winding stone stairs are inside, I 
looked far up its rugged steep, and at once called 
the attention of the man in charge to my small 
lamp. I said: 

“This won't do. It don’t light a quarter of the 
steps. Look up there.” 

He smiled at my want of thought, and said to 
me; 
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“You are not up there yet. Why do you want it 
lighted there until you get there? Is it not bright 
enough on the first step where you want to put 
your foot ?” 

*Oh, I see, I see! It is all right. My lamp is 
large enough. I only need one step lighted ata 
time.” 

So I started on, taking one step at a time, my 
lamp lighting each step as I went upward, until it 
had lighted every one of the two hundred and 
ninety-five steps. 

Then I began to inquire how much love to Christ 
I needed to start with. Like the little lamp shin- 
ing on each step as I advanced, so I needed enough 
love to take the first step in the Christian journey. 
Christ said, “ After this manner pray you, Give us 
day by day our daily bread.” Not enough to-day 
to live on for a month, and so live on hard tack or 
sweet bread most of the time. 

I meet many Christians who say they fear they 
have not dying gracc. I tell them I know I have 
not. I do not want it. What would I do with 
dying grace? It would be in my way until I need 
it. I do not wear my overcoat through the hot 
weather of July and August, so as to be sure to 
have it in the winter. 


a expect it to light my steps into and through the 
_ valley of the shadow of death. 














POWER WITH GOD. 


fF IiOU hast power with God and with men, 
_and hast prevailed.” 


There is an old translation that gives this pas- 


sage a beautiful rendering, “Because thou hast 
power with God, thou hast with men.” 

An incident occurred in Wales, that illustrates 
this passage. At the close of an evening meeting, 
the Welsh pastor requested a]l Christians who were 
willing, to name some person they would go home 
and pray for as much of the night as they chose. 
After each one had named the person they would 
go home and pray for, the meeting was dis- 
missed. When a pious hired girl came down the 
aisle weeping, saying : 

“Pastor, you haven’t given me any one to pray 
for; I want some one.” 

He asked her who she was acquainted with that 
she might take. She was living with a wealthy, 
unconverted husband and wife. The pastor asked 
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how she would like to take her mistress. She re- 
plied, that will do. She is very kind to me, I will 
take her. 

She returned home, and instead of going to her 
room, she went to a small room in the chamber, and 
closing the door, kneeled down, and hour after hour 
continued to offer just this prayer: 

“OQ God, my mistress is very kind, have mercy 
on her soul.” 

The husband and wife had retired and were 
asleep. But about midnight the wife waked up in 
great distress about her soul. Said to her hus- 
band: 

“JT never saw myself such a sinner before. O I 
am such a sinner. I must have some one pray for 
me; you will have to go out and get a Christian to 
pray for me.” 

The husband said, “ My wife, it is midnight, can’t 
you wait until morning ?” 

But she was in such distress she could not wait. 

The husband perfectly kind and willing to go, 
said : 

“Where shall I go to find a Christian at this 
hour ?”’ 

It finally occurred to him that some one had said 
their hired girl was a Christian. The wife said: 
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“Yes, she is a good Christian. I had not 
thought of her, we will go to her room.” 

They went to her room but she wasn’t there and 
the bed had not been touched. He inquired if she 
might not be in another room in the house. The 
wife said : : 

“She has occasionally slept in a room in the 
chamber, we will go and see.” 

They went to this room and before they opened : 
the door they heard her say: 

“© God, my mistress is very kind to me, have 
mercy on her soul.” - 

The wife said, “ Here is the reason I could not 
_ sleep; here is the reason I felt I was such a sinner.” 

They opened the door and the wife threw herself 
in on her knees, by the side of her hired girl. She 
had power over her mistress when she had with 
God. So it will be with all Christians. They will 
have power over wicked men, to lead them to Christ, 
if they first have power to move God. 

















POWER OF STRUT. “Te 


@H|N one of the States the Legislature had 
appointed one of their number to purchase 





at furniture for a large college. This member 
found two places where he could obtain the same 
furniture, yet one of them charged nearly a thou- 
sand dollars more than the other, but would give 
this extra amount to the purchaser. This member 
concluded to give the extra price, and enrich him- 
self that amount. He had not yet removed the fur- 
niture. 

One Sabbath he attended our meeting. The ser- 
mon was on the “unpardonable sin.” I showed, 
as clearly as I could, “ What that sin is ;” “ What 
persons can commit it ;” ‘‘ How it shows itself after 
it has been committed,” and “ Why it cannot be for- 
given.” In the light of this sermon this man saw 
his peril, and returned to his room. The next day 
he told in the public assembly he had fought the 
enemy all night, but had gained the victory. He 
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then stated the particulars of this purchase, and 
that he should not accept the extra amount, nor 
remove the furniture with any extra cost to the 
State. 

Well may the apostle say, “I am not ashamed of 
the gospel of Christ, for it is the power of God unto 
salvation.” 

What a mighty instrument is God’s Word, ac- 
companied by the Spirit! What but the Word and 
Spirit could have produced this effect on this man! 





PLEASURE IN SELFISH PRAYER. 


ONCE asked a lady whose character 
seemed as spotless as it is possible to be 





in this life, who said she had always enjoyed secret 
prayer, if there was a friend in the world whose 
society she enjoyed when she wanted nothing of 
that friend except to be in his presence, no personal 
or selfish end in view, nothing wanted except to en- 
joy being in his society. She said: 

“There is just such a friend, in whose society 
and presence I spend hours of the greatest pleasure, 
simply because I love him.” 

I inquired if she felt the same or equal pleasure 
in the closet or in communion with God; whether 
she had seasons for secret praise to God, when 
nothing was wanted except to be in his presence, 
to praise him for his purity and holiness. 

She replied : 

“T see my heart, sir. I see myself a lost sinner. 
My pleasure in prayer has been all selfishness, no 
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love for holiness. Although I have lived a moral 
life, and enjoyed secret prayer, it has been only 
when I wanted some favor from God, not because I 
loved his purity, and desired to be in his presence. 
I see that my heart has been dead in its affections 
towards God all this time; I see the need of being 
born again, of a new heart.” 

I have seldom seen a more earnest seeker than 
this lady. .It was not a change in her outward life 
she sought, —this was apparently without blemish, 
— but a change in her affections toward.the holi- 
ness of God. 

There is nothing in our fallen nature, which, if 
cultivated in the best possible manner, would bring 
our hearts, or affections, into union with holiness 
and purity. If unregenerate men were taken into 
heaven itself, and if it were possible to live in the 
society of the pure and the holy for ages, even this 
would not bring love to God and holiness into the 
soul, “Ye must be born again,” would still re- 
main true. Being in heaven among the redeemed 
would not bring life into the dead affections. 

I heard of a man who was a profane swearer, a 
rejecter of offered mercy, who could not sleep until 
he had repeated aloud the prayer his mother taught 
him when a child, “Now I lay me down to sleep,” 
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Having repeated this simple prayer, he was so far 
satisfied that he could go quietly to sleep. If we 
were in the habit of going to a rich man for favors, 
even if we really disliked him, yet, if he received us 
kindly, and granted our requests, we should feel a 
kind of satisfaction in going for those favors, 
although we had no love for the man. So we may 
find a certain satisfaction in prayer, a degree of 
pleasure, it may be, in going to God for what we 
think we want. 

This is a very different thing from feeling a real 
pleasure in simply being in God’s presence to 
_ praise him for his holiness and purity, when we 
- want nothing in particular, to have seasons for 
secret praise. 

Let me ask the reader whether [the pleasure you 
feel in secret prayer is only when you want some- 
thing in particular of him, and so may be entirely 
selfish pleasure, or do you, at least, have seasons 
when you want simply to praise God for his purity 
and holiness, finding real pleasure in being in his 
presence, because you love him? 





* 


eer a se ee ee 


’ 
: 
a 
a 
.* 
P 











SECRET SINS. 









jECRET sins, laid upon an enlightened, 
active conscience, unforgiven, are a source 





=) 
eS 
of great pain and coe. David said, “ My sin 
is ever before me.” An incident occurred in one 
of our meetings, that strikingly illustrates this 
truth. 

A gentleman in high standing in the community 
where he lived, belonging in a family in high social 
position, not a blot on his reputation, strictly hon- 
est before men as far as was known, yet one thing 
greatly troubled him. He asked the privilege of 
seeing me alone. When alone, he said: 

“‘T desire to become a Christian, but I have a 
thousand dollars that don’t belong to me, which I 
took from a man two years ago. I cannot keep it. 
I will come out with a public confession, or any- 
thing else you advise me to do.” 

asked him if any one charged him with it or 
mistrusted him. He replied: 
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‘“‘No, sir, I don’t suppose any one has the least 
idea that Iam mean enough to do such a thing. 
But I did it, and can’t live so. The man who lost 
"it is a personal friend of mine. None but God and 
myself know anything about it.” 

I asked him if he was able to return it to the 
man. 

“TI am,” he said, “but I have had it two years, 
and that is worth eight per cent.” 

“Well, that would be eleven hundred and sixty 
dollars. Can you pay that amount?” 

“T can,” he said. 

That day the man who had lost the money 
received eleven hundred and sixty dollars, with not 
the slightest idea who had robbed him, and is not 
the wiser about it to this day. 

This man who had taken the money, then gave 
himself to Christ, and the last I knew of him he 
was an active Christian. 

Memory is just as active now as before, but the 
sting is gone, so that it is no longer a guilty mem- 
ory. Christ’s blood put out the fire in his bosom, 
and he has peace. There must -be an application 
of the justifying righteousness of Christ to the 
soul, or his sin, in all its guilt, weighing him dove. 
would be “ever before him.” 
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SIGNING WITH HIS KNEE. 


E@itss| MONG those who sought Christ in New _ 
: |} London, was one of Connecticut’s ablest 





lawyers, who prided himself on his intelligence and 
rare eloquence. He had no confidence in what are 
called measures, yet he was very anxious about his 
soul’s salvation. 

In a large meeting I proposed instead of an 
inquiry meeting, or coming near the pulpit for 
prayer, that every person who was able should kneel 
down by the seat they occupied. That each person 
who kneeled should put his or her honor and 
veracity in the act as far as they knew. That it 


_ should be fully understood between themselves and 


God that when their knees touched the floor it 
should be the token of a full surrender of their wills 
to God, never to be taken back, as far as knowledge 
went, just as far as they understood themselves, 
That no one should kneel this time except those 
who meant it as a token of a full surrender. 


‘ 
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This would be signing the deed with their knee. 
This lawyer began to move his foot slowly and after 
a great struggle his knee reached the floor. 

He declared the moment his knee reached the 
floor, with his veracity in the act, he felt the witness 
in his heart that he was born again. 

This action of the will unbelted the door of the 
heart so that the Spirit entered and imparted life to 
the dead affections. 

Reader, if you have not already done it, will you 
promptly “go and do likewise.” 

















SOME OTHER WAY. 


Be MONG those who were most deeply con- 
victed of their lost condition, in our meet- 





ings in Portland, Oregon, was a lady in high stand- 
ing. She came to my room bathed in tears, under 
a deep sense of her lost condition, crying out in the 
language of the jailor: 

« Sir, what must I do to be saved?” 

I at once replied, “I can tell you just what to do. 
Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be 
saved.” 

“Oh, sir,’ she said, “I must be saved in some 
other way than that. My father died rejecting 
Jesus Christ and I cannot embrace anything that 
does not take my father to heaven. You must tell 
me of some other way.” 

“My dear madam,” I said, “there is no other 
way. Your Heavenly Father says, ‘There is no 
other name given under heaven among men whereby 
we must be saved.’ Also ‘without the shedding of 
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blood there can be no remission of sins.’ The 
Father has no blood. The Holy Spirit has no 
blood. The angels have no blood, however friendly 
and anxious they may feel for lost men. And your 
blood and mine is poisoned by sin, so that if you 
or your father reject Christ there is no help for 
you. : 
Oh, how bitterly the poor woman wept. Still 
exclaiming, “there must be some other way.” 


” 


What a scene to witness, a convicted sinner cry- 
ing out under a load of sin: 

*T must be saved, but I cannot embrace Jesus, 
because it would shut my dear father out of 
heaven. Dear sir, can’t my sins be washed out 
some other way ?” 

“‘No other way,” I said. 


“None but Jesus, none but Jesus, 
Can do helpless sinners good.” 


For a while it seemed a hopeless case. I finally 
told her of the conversion of a Mr. McCall, con- 
verted after he was drowned. It was this: 

“McCall was swimming in deep water and in a 
cramp or in some way went to the bottom, and 
filled with water, and while lying on the gravel 
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under water in a perfectly conscious state sought 
and found forgiveness of his sins through Christ. 
He was taken out of the water and appliances made 
and life restored. As soon as he could speak he 
said to his friends, ‘After I filled with water and 
went to the bottom, while lying on the gravel, I saw 
everything clearly, and conscious of my sins, I gave 
myself to Christ and felt that I was forgiven and 
accepted of him.’ I knew this man for many 
years after this wonderful conversion. He lived 
a faithful Christian life, and died a triumphant 
death.” 

I related this incident to this anxious soul, who 
listened with intense interest. 

I then asked if she knew her father did not see 
his mistake and repent and embrace the rejected 
Saviour, after he was too far gone to tell her? 
She calmly replied : 

“TI don’t know, do 1?” 

I then asked her if she would leave her father 
there and embrace Christ as her only hope. The 
Spirit seemed to show her Christ as her Saviours 
and gave her power to believe on him as her 
Saviour. 

- She wiped her tears, and looking up with a 
heavenly smile on her face, said: 
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STAND UP FOR JESUS. 


Les BA MONG the last words of the dying Dr. 
Ce @ Tyng was this beautiful motto, “Stand np 





for Jesus.” They should be written in letters of 
gold, and placed in a silver frame in every home. 

It may be easy to “stand up for Jesus” among 
his friends, but to stand up for him and defend him 
among his enemies sometimes requires great cour- 
age. Iwill give an instance that. illustrates this 
statement. 

Three Christian young men, finely educated, and 
consecrated to Christ and his cause, who held high 
government offices, were commanded to attend the 
dedication of a great “image,” or idol, which the 
king had made. This idol was jabout ninety feet 
high, and nine feet broad, covered ,with gold. 
When everything was in readiness, the king, with 
absolute power in his hands, caused it to be pro- 
claimed to every one in that vast assembly, that 
when certain instruments of music sounded, every 
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man should bow before that “image,” but if, for 
any reason, any one should refuse, he should be 
thrust alive into a burning, fiery furnace. This 
would be a trial of the faith and courage of these 
Christian young men. 

Will they now give up, and bow before this 
image, or “stand up for Jesus,” and trust all in — 
God’s hands? Human prudence would say to 
them, “What harm will it do to get on your face 
before this image, and pretend to worship it?” 
But God says, “Thou shalt worship no God but 
me.” The young men decided to be true to God, 
whatever might be the consequences. When the 
music sounded, all but these three fell down before 
this image. There they stood, in the dignity of the 
Christian character. All eyes turn towards them 
in pity. 

“Foolish young men?” was the cry. “ Your 
religion has brought you into trouble.” 

But, dear friends, when religion brings a man 
into trouble, it always brings him out. When 
Satan brings a man into trouble, he always leaves 
him there. Some difference! 

After the king knew the young men understood 
the penalty of refusing, and still persisted, he 
ordered the furnace heated hotter than ever before, 
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and the three young men were bound in their coats 
and hats, and thrown into it. The king, perhaps, 
called his cabinet together, and said to them: 

“These were very fine men and fine officers. I 
never saw a wrong thing in them before. I am 
sorry to lose them, but must be obeyed.” 

After a little, the king, with his counsellors, I 
suppose, went to the furnace, perhaps to see the 
cinders of those foolish Christians. But, instead of 
this, they saw four men walking loose in the fiery 
furnace, and Jesus was one of them. They called _ 
them out, and lifting their hats, found that the 
smell of fire was not upon their garments, nora 
hair of their heads singed. What a change in the 
king’s mind about their God and their religion. 
They stood up for Jesus. 

The king then made a decree, “that every peo- 
ple, nation, and language which speak anything 
amiss against the God” of these men, “shall be cut 
in pieces, and their houses shall be made a dung- 
hill, because there is no other God that can deliver | 
after that sort.” 

By this one act of “standing up for Jesus” 
among his enemies, in meekness and fear, these 
three Christian young men not only glorified God 
among all nations, but built for themselves a memo- 
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rial that will last, not only through all time, but one 
that will endure forever in heaven. 

Let me ask all who read these pages, to adopt as 
your motto, wherever you go, in business, in pleas- 
ure, in youth, or old age, living or dying, “I will 

_ stand up for Jesus.” 
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SOUNDING THE TRUMPET. — 


wise) N INCIDENT occurred in the Royal Fam- 
=f: ily in Hungary that illustrates, in some 
degree, the call we shall all have soon, to appear 
before the judgment seat of Christ. This was the 





incident. 

The King of Hungary had become deeply con- 
cerned about his salvation. He saw himself justly 
condemed before God for his sins. He could make 
no atonement for them, and might hear the trumpet 
call at any moment to come to judgment, and he 
was unprepared. He knew he must be condemned 
unless he had a deliverer. He manifested great 
concern for his personal salvation. 

His whole court saw his anxiety. His own 
brother, a gay, worldly man, trifled with his feel- 
ings and the whole subject of religion, and indicated 
that he had no fears, and desired the king to be 
cheerful, and dismiss the subject from his mind. 

The king, to convince his brother that they both 
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had great cause for alarm while out of Christ, 
caused the death trumpet to be sounded at his 
brother’s door in the dead hour of night. 

The custom of the country was, that if the execu- 
tioner came, and sounded the trumpet before any 
man’s door, he was presently led to execution. 
This gay brother heard this death trumpet at Bs 
door, and saw the executioner, who said : 

“ Be ready.” 

The brother sprang from his bed, and rushed 
into the presence of the king to plead for mercy 
and forgiveness, 

The king said : 

“Alas, brother, if the sight of my executioner is 
so dreadful to you, shall not I, who have so greatly 
offended God, fear to be brought before the judg- 
ment seat of Christ. Have I not the greatest 
excuse for anxiety? Shall we not both seek the 
atoning blood of Christ at once? If the sounding 
of an earthly executioner’s trumpet is so dreadful, 
how will the trumpet-call from the high court. of 
heaven sound to one unprepared ?” 


As the day of judgment was the question of great. 


alarm with the King of Hungary, perhaps the reader 
of this incident would like to have me answer a few 
questions, before I leave it, about that great day. 
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“Does the Judgment take place as soon as we 
die?” 

I answer, there are two reasons why it cannot 
take place until time ends. The first reason is, 
there is no Judge to judge any one yet. Christ, 
who is appointed the Judge of all, is otherwise 
engaged, and will be until the end of time. No 
pardon could come to us but for the mediatorial 
work of-Christ. When that is finished, Christ will 
leave the mediatorial seat, put on the robes of judg- 
ment, then say to the appointed angel: 

“Now sound your mighty trumpet. The- great 
court is opened.” 

Then, and not till then, shall we stand before the 
judgment of Christ. The resurrected body will 
join the spirit again. 

If you ask me where are the dead, I answer, the 
saints are in heaven, without their bodies (their 
bodies are yet with us), yet in a state of sweet, 
active, conscious rest, praising God. I shall expect 
to join them in less than five minutes after my body 
dies. 

Death will make no change in our characters. 
We shall be eternally what we were at death. 
“ He that is righteous will be righteous still, and he 
that is filthy will be filthy still.” Like the fallen 
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angels, the wicked will be ina state of conscious 
condemnation, and each receive the final sentence 
at the great judgment day, when time ends. 

The other reason why the judgment has not, and 
can not, take place until the end of time, is, no one 
can tell how much good or how much evil he has 


done until time ends. God intends that we all 


- 
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shall see and understand this. Has John Bunyan’s 
influence ended? How is it with Albert Barnes 
and Wesley, with Scott, and Henry, and Clark, and 
Judson, and thousands more? Their influence is 
widening out every day. Many just get ready to 
do good when they die. They get the leaven in 
the meal, and leave it to leaven the whole. I thank 
God that we may go on doing good after we die 
until time ends. 

The wicked will leave their influence, their books 
and example behind at death, and go on doing evil 
until the end of time, and be held responsible for it 
until the judgment day. It is a fearful thing to 
live or die without Christ for our advocate and 
Saviour. cae 

The judgment day will give universal satisfac- 
tion. No one will say, “God has been partial. I 
have not had justice done me.” 

The case of the two thieves crucified with our 
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Redeemer will give us a miniature view of the 
whole scene. 

I will suppose the one converted after he was 
nailed to the cross was the worst one, the ring- 
leader ; the other vile enough, but not as bad as the 
one converted. 

The judgment day will satisfy both of them. As 
they enter the court room, one in his blood and 
guilt, and the other in his white robe, then, in the 
presence of assembled worlds, the books are opened, 
and both thieves confess that they have committed 
murder and sedition, and deserve a low place in per- 
dition. Another book is then opened, and God 
shows both of them that he gave his Son to die for 
them, and that they had been often urged to accept 
Christ as their only hope; that one of them, and 
that one the worst of the two, accepted, and the 
other rejected him. The unconverted thief will 
then see it, and say: 

“‘T see, I see, oh, I see it all now! I do not 
perish because I am worse than my brother thief. 
And he is not here in a white robe because he was 
better than I was. I understand now that God had 
but one way by which he could save either of us, 
and my brother thief ( the vilest man I ever knew), 
accepted that one way, and I rejected it. I see 
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now that it is too late, and that God can render me 
no help. The means of grace are all ended, and no 
Mediator now.” : 

All will be satisfied that God has done what he 
could to save them. No one will be lost because 
he was the chief of sinners, or saved because he 
was so good, and not much of‘a sinner. The one 
was saved because he accepted of a finished salva- 
tion, and the other lost because he rejected it. 

This is salvation and heaven through Christ 
alone. Oh, how this will glorify God before the 
eyes of an intelligent universe! 

Let me ask you, my dear reader, to accept Christ 
as your Saviour at once. Won’t you bow your 
head now, and, with the best faith you have, say, 
“Jesus, I accept thee as my Saviour,” and begin to 
serve him from this hour ?” 





TRY IT ON ME. 


E were in the midst of an interesting series 
of meetings in New York. Among those 





peeling from no promising motives was Mr. Olin, 
a lawyer of marked ability and influence in the 
town. 

One evening, at the close of the sermon, when an 
opportunity was given for remarks, Mr. Olin rose, 
and, in a bold and defiant tone, said: 

“Mr. Earle, I have heard you speak repeatedly in 
these meetings of the ‘power of prayer,’ and I don’t 
believe a word of it; but if you want to try a hard 
case, take me.” 

I said, “Mr. Olin, if you will come to the front 
seat, we will pray for you now.” ; | 

He replied, “I will do nothing of the kind; but 
if you have ‘ power in prayer,’ try it on me.” 

_ Before closing the meeting, I requested all who 
were willing, to go to their closets at a given hour, 
and pray earnestly for Mr. Olin; and I requested 
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him to remember at that hour that we were praying 
for him. 

The second or third evening after this, Mr. Olin 
rose in our meeting, and urged us to pray for him. 
I asked him if he would come forward and let us 
pray with him. He said: 

“Yes, anywhere, if God will only have mercy on 
so great a sinner.”’ 

In a few days he was a rejoicing Christian, and 
soon after sold his law books, and became a 
preacher of the gospel. He is now a presiding 
elder in the Methodist church. 
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THE MINISTER’S FAULT. 


BN incident in my own experience, some 





} ei ee 

as a eventy years ago, taught me a lesson I shall 
never forget. I commenced a series of meetings in 
a town in New York, with the Congregational and 
Baptist churches united. I thought myself fully 
prepared for the work, and entered into it looking 
for immediate and large results. 

My first aim was to preach so as to lead the 
churches nearer to Christ. Accordingly I prepared 
five sermons for Christians, as clear and pointed as 
I knew how to make them. The first four had no 
apparent effect. I wondered at it. The fifth was 
prepared with a scorpion in the lash; it was a se- 
vere one, and the last harsh sermon I have 
preached, and the last I ever expect to preach; but 
this too was powerless. 

I then went to my closet, and there on my knees 
asked Jesus what could be the difficulty with those 
Christians. It did not enter my mind that the 
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trouble could be anywhere else than among them. 
I had preached with tears in my eyes, and been 
anxious to see a revival, and had no thought but 





that the preacher was in a right state. But there . 


in my closet God revealed to me my own heart, 
showing me that the difficulty was with myself, and 
not with the church; I found myself as cold as 
those I was trying to benefit. My tears, even in 
the pulpit, had been like water running from the 
top of a cake of ice when the warm rays of the 
sun are falling upon its surface, but which be- 
comes hard and cold again as soon as the sun goes 
down. 

I told the Congregational pastor of what I had 
discovered, and asked him the condition of his own 
heart. He frankly confessed that he was in the 
same state as myself. We prayed together several 
times. I felt that I could not live in that state and 
accomplish much. Accordingly I went home-and 
shut myself in my room, resolved to spend the night 
in prayer, if necessary. Oh, the struggle of that 
night! Hour after hour I wrestled alone with God. 
My heart had been full of coldness, and I not aware 
of it. No wonder the churches had not come up to 
the work! I renewedly and repeatedly gave myself 
to the Saviour, determined not to let the angel 
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depart until my heart was filled and melted with the 
love of Jesus. Towards morning the victory came. 
The ice was all broken, melted, and carried away ; 
the warmth and glow of my “first love” filled my 
heart; the current of feeling was changed and 
~ deepened ; the j joy of salvation was restored. 

In the morning I went out, took the unconverted 
by the hand, and said the same things as on days 
previous ; - but now they were melted to tears over 
their sin and danger. 

I prepared and preached another sermon to the 
churches — no lash, nothing harsh about it. They 
broke down, confessed their own need of a special 
preparation of heart, and gave themselves anew to 
the work, which from that hour went forward 
rapidly and successfully. 

Thus I learned the necessity of having my heart 
filled with the love of -Christ, if I would see the 
salvation of the Lord follow my labors. 

Since then I have spoken kindly of ministers 
who do not see the conversions for which they 
- Jabor. Yet I am convinced, and more and more 
every year, that generally the fault is in the minis- 
ter’s own heart, — coldness, growing out of the ab- 
sence of the joy of salvation. : 

Let me ask any minister that reads this incident, 
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THE MOST PRECIOUS THING 


<= 


Ay se READ a story, a long time ago, having 
ii je in ita moral that pleased me. It repre- 





our heavenly Father as telling a man, if he 
would bring up to the gate of heaven the most 
precious thing that could be found in this world, it 
would gain his admittance into heaven. eS 

“Then I am sure of heaven,” he said. “I know 
what the most precious thing in the world is,” 

He went to a mint where the best specimens of 
gold could be found, and obtaining the purest piece 
possible, flew up to the gates of pearl, sure that 
heaven would be opened to him, but found the 
gates closed and bolted against him. He was told 
that was not the most precious thing; that their 
streets are paved with gold, as it were transparent 
glass. 

He came again. This time he obtained the most 
exquisitely beautiful specimen of jewelry; nothing 
richer or more beautiful on earth of its kind. He 
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carried this up, but found the door still shut against 
him. He was told that no one used jewelry there. 
It was really of no value in heaven. He must go 
again. 

This time he was walking on the beach, under 
the shade of beautiful trees, thinking over what that 
most precious thing could be, when his attention 
was attracted to a beautiful little child lying on the 
grass under the shade of these trees, with its inno- 
cent face upturned towards heaven, in a sweet 
sleep. Just then a robber came to this little child, 
and stood over it for a moment, apparently in deep 
thoughtfulness, gazing on its innocent face, the 
child’ unconscious of any danger. The robber, 
reviewing his own life in his guilt and wickedness, 
_ and contrasting it with the innocence of that little 
child, drew a deep sigh of regret and sorrow over 
his life of sin, when a tear of penitence dropped 
from his eye. The man in search of earth’s most 
precious thing, caught this tear, and flew up to 
heaven’s gate with it, when he found the gates 
thrown wide open to him, with a hearty welcome 
from the heavenly ones, saying : 

“Yes, you have brought the most precious thing 
that can be found on earth—the Zear of Repent: 


ance, 
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So, dear friend, if your bosom sighs over a life of 
sin, and the tear of penitence moistens your cheeks, 
do not wipe it away, or hide it, but let it dry on 
your face, for no earthly jewelry could so adorn 
your person. ‘ 















































THE POWER OF SONG. 


Sa|N incident occurred in our meetings in Ver- 





mont that illustrates the saving influence 
of singing. Our meeting was held ina large hall, 
with the several churches united. One evening we 
were singing that beautiful hymn, “ Waiting and 
Watching for Me.” As we came to the chorus, 
. “ Will any one there at the beautiful gate be wait- 
ing and watching for me,” just at that momenta 
man in the street was passing the hall, and the 
song went out through the windows, and reached 
his ears. He stood still as if arrested. 

“Will any one there be waiting and watching for 


£ 
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me at that beautiful gate?” he said to himself. 


“Perhaps my mother is waiting there for me.” 

Although he had not been in a religious meeting 
in fourteen years, he felt drawn in to hear more 
such singing. God met him, and convicted him of 
his sins. He finally became a Christian, and dated 
his start to that hymn. 
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While we were holding meetings at Sing Sing, 
New York, a gentleman and lady, just married, 
were having wine and balls, entirely indifferent to 
the subject of religion. As the lady was passing 
near the church door, going down town, she was 
asked if she would not go in and hear the preach- 
ing. She was greatly surprised at such a request, 
and replied : 

“Me! Do you think I would go into a pro- 
tracted meeting, and especially a Baptist meeting ? 
It is the last place in the world I would go to,” and 
went on. 

A few nights after that, she was passing the 
church door again. Then we were singing a sweet 
hymn. The sound went out through the open door, 
and caught the ear of this proud woman. She 
stopped, and said to the same lady : 

“ That singing sounds good.” 

The lady asked her to go in and hear more. She 
said : 

“T am too proud to sit down in a meeting house 
nnless I own a pew.” 

The deacon’s wife said 

“ You can have our pew.” 

“ Go in and empty the pew. I will take it.” 

The pew was emptied, and she took her seat 
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in it. On returning home, she said to her hus- 
band : 

“J have hired a pew in a Baptist meeting house, 
the very last place I ever thought of going.” 

He said: 

“T will go with you.” 

They were both converted, Ae joined that Bap- 
tist church. 

This was the power of singing. Let all who can 
sing the gospel to the world, do it. God blesses 
- singing 
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Ky whatever the motive of the preacher. 
“Some, indeed, preach Christ even of envy and 
strife, and some of good will. The one, not ‘sin- 
cerely ; the other, of love. What then? Christ is 
preached, and I therein do rejoice, yea, and will 
rejoice.” 

The meaning of this is, whoever carries or 
preaches the Word of God, carries or handles “the 
sword of the Spirit.” And the Spirit always goes 
with the “Word,” and more or less gives it power. 
And this accounts for a fact that otherwise would 
stagger us, that bad men have preached the gospel 
from bad motives, and yet men have been soundly 
converted under their preaching, while the preacher 
has gone to perdition. 

_ J once read an incident that illustrates this. An 
avowed infidel, a real scoffer at religion, a native of 
Sweden, had occasion to go from one port to 
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eg HE “Word” is the “ Spirit’s . sword,’ 
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another in the Baltic Sea. On reaching a certain 
point, the vessel on which he expected to sail had 
left, so he took passage on a fishing boat going the 
same way. These fishermen took him to a small 
island, which was the headquarters of a company of 
pirates. 

He had told the fishermen, through fear of being 
murdered, that he was a minister. As they reached 
the island, it was agreed that he should preach a 
sermon Sunday. This was a great trial to the in- 
fidel, as he knew but little of the Scriptures, and 
did not believe in their inspiration. But as he had 
told them he was a minister, he now feared they 
would kill him if he did not preach. So preach he 
must, and do the best he could, and appear sincere. 
He spent a sleepless night. What could he say? 

When the hour came for preaching, he found 
these wicked men assembled. A seat was arranged 
for him, a table with a Bible on it. He feared 
death if he refused, but how could he preach when 
he did not believe the Bible? They all sat in 
silence for some time. At length these words came 
to his mind: “Verily there is a reward for the 
righteous, and verily there is a God that judgeth in 
the earth.” As he delivered these words, other 
passages came to his mind. He spoke of: the 
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rewards of the righteous, the judgments of the 
wicked ; the necessity of repentance, and the great 
importance of a change of life. 

The matchless love of God, although it was 
spoken by an infidel, through fear of being killed if 
he did not, had such an effect upon the minds of 
these wretched men, that they were melted into 
tears. This melted him so that he became likea 
little child. 

_ The next day these pirates fitted out a vessel, and 
carried him to the place he wished to reach. 

He did not preach Christ from envy, but from 
fear. But Christ was preached, and the Holy Spirit 
used his own sword, and produced this wonderful 
effect. Not because the preacher was good, or in- 
tended to do good. Many an unconverted man has 
had a good deal of success in the ministry without 
any good motive in preaching. Success in the 
ministry does not necessarily prove the minister a 
Christian man, but that the ‘ Word” is the 
“ Spirit’s sword.” 























“TO REMEMBER ME BY.” 


%) HAVE read an inciderit in a paper, lately, 
e4 that deeply moved my heart, and caused 
me to feel that it ought to be read by every one, as 
an incentive to do more for the poor and destitute, 
and is well calculated to afford us pleasure in review- 
ing our lives from the Better Country. The inci- 
dent is this : 

A beautiful girl of ten years was dying. The 
family had gathered about her couch, the father 
almost distracted, the whole family bathed in tears, 
for she was the pet of the household. How could 
they give her up? The father had fallen upon his 
knees near her pillow, sobbing aloud at the thought 
_ of her leaving them, and could hardly say, “Thy 
will be done.” 

The little girl opened her eyes, and looking about 
upon the weeping ones that stood around her, said; 

“Papa, dear papa?” 

“What, my dear Lillian, do you want of me?” 





“TO REMEMBER ME BY. 190 


“Papa,” she answered, in faint, broken accents, 
“how much do I cost you every year i? 

Her father tried-to hush her, for fear she would 
be worse if she talked. But she was so anxious to 
do good to poor children that she ae faintly 
said : 

** Please, papa, how much do I cost you?” 

The father, to soothe his dying child, said : 

‘Well, my dear Lillian, perhaps two or three 
hundred dollars. But, my darling, what did you 
want to know that for?”’ . 

“ Because, papa, I thought may be you would Ly 
it out this year for Bibles for poor children to 
remember me by.” 

The father replied: Z 

“T will, yes, I will, this year, and every year, as 
long as I live, that my dear Lillian may speak to 
thousands of poor children by these Bibles, that 
they may give themselves to Christ, and you meet 
them all in heaven, and they and you have. some- 
thing to remember each other by.” 

Let me ask the reader of this incident what are 
you going-to leave behind to be remembered by ? 

May I not ask you all to do as this little girl did? 


’ Leave something to be remembered by. Do some- 


thing each day worthy of remembrance. Jesus 
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says, ‘The poor ye have with you always, and 


whensoever ye will ye may do them good.” 
In this way we may make to ourselves friends 


that ‘will receive us into everlasting habitations.” 
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UNANSWERABLE ARGUMENT. 


Sa HE most effectual, unanswerable argument 





with which to meet infidelity is intense 
fear for men’s salvation, or, as Paul expresses it, 
“T have great heaviness and continual sorrow in 
my heart. For I could wish myself accursed from 
Christ for my brethren, my kinsmen according to 


- the flesh.” 


Infidelity stands trembling in. the presence of 
soul-travail. It is an unanswerable argument. 

An incident occurred a number of years ago that 
illustrates the real power of this argument. A 
man of great ability and reading supposed himself 
invulnerable to any argument Christians could 
bring in favor of Christianity. Able ministers had 
endeavored to convince him, but he would laugh 
them down. A very able, pious lawyer had been 
sent to reason with him, but it was all of no avail, 
until a humble Christian satisfied him he was 
“ sreatly concerned for his salvation.” 
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I will give his experience in his own language, as 
related by himself in a prayer-meeting : 

“I stand,” said Mr. R , to tell you the story 
of my conversion.” 

His lips trembled slightly as he spoke, and his 
bosom heaved with suppressed emotion. 

“Tam asa brand plucked out of the burning. 
The change in me is an astonishment to myself, 
and all brought about by the grace of God and that 
unanswerable argument. It was acold morning in 
January, and I had just begun my labor at the anvil 
in my shop, when I looked out, and saw Mr. 
B—— approaching. He dismounted quickly, and 
entered. 

“As he drew near, I saw he was agitated. His 
look was full of earnestness. His eyes were be- 
dimmed with tears. Hetook me bythe hand. His 
breast heaved with emotion, and with indescribable 
tenderness he said: 








ee Mer. R: , 1 am greatly concerned for your 
salvation — greatly concerned for your salvation,’ 
and he burst into tears. 

“He stood with my hand grasped in his. He 
struggled to regain self-possession. He often es- 
sayed to speak, but not a word could he utter, and 
finding that he could say no more, he turned, went 
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out of the shop, got on his horse, and rode slowly 


away. 


“« Greatly concerned for my salvation! ’ said I, 
audibly, and I stood, and forgot to bring my ham- 
mer down. There I stood with it pre 
‘ greatly concerned for my salvation |’ 

“T went to my house. My poor, pious wife, 
whom I had always ridiculed for her religion, 
exclaimed : 

“*Why, Mr. R——, what is the matter with 
you? 

“«Matter enough,’ said I, filled with agony, and 
overwhelmed with a sense of sin. ‘Old Mr. B 





has ridden two miles this cold morning to tell me 
he was greatly concerned for my salvation. What — 
shall I do? What shall I do?’ | 

“«T do not know what you can do,’ said my 
astonished wife. ‘I do not know what better 
you can do than to get on your horse, and 
go and see him. He can give you better coun- 
sel than I, and tell you what you must do to be 
saved.’ 

“JT mounted my horse, and pursued after him. I 
found him alone in that same little room where he 
had spent the night in prayer for my poor soul, 
where he had shed many tears over such a repro- 
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bate as I, and had besought God to have mercy 
upon me, F 
“<T am come,’ said I to him, ‘to tell you that I 
am greatly concerned for my own salvation.’ 
«Praised be God!’ said the aged man. ‘Itisa 
faithful saying, and worthy of all acceptation, that 
Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners, 
even the chief,’ and he began at that same Scrip- 
ture, and preached to me Jesus. On that same floor 
we knelt, and together we prayed, and we did not 
separate that day till God spoke peace to my soul. 
“TI have often been requested to look at the evi- 
dence of the truth of religion, but, blessed be God, 
I have evidence for its truth “ere,” laying his hand 
upon his heart, “which nothing can gainsay or 
resist. Ihave often been led to look at this and 
that argument for the truth of Christianity ; but I 
could overturn, and, as I thought, completely de- 
molish and annihilate them all. But I stand here, 
to-night, thankful to acknowledge that God sent az 
argument to my conscience and heart which could 
not be answered or resisted, when a weeping Chris- 
tian came to tell me how greatly concerned he was 
for my salvation. God taught him that argument 
when he spent the night before him in prayer for 
my soul,” 
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If we would lead men to the Saviour, let us sat- 
isfy them that we see and feel their danger; that 
alone before God we are “greatly concerned for 
their salvation.” 









“WATCHING FOR OPPORTUNITY. 


Whe HILE holding a meeting at the Capital of 





North Carolina, a door was opened which 
‘ina very simple way resulted in the conversion of 
the Governor of the State, and his wife. It was 
this: 

During the progress of the meeting, some fifty 
converts were received into the church. The 
church met one afternoon to hear their experience. 
Among these converts were the Governor’s daugh- 


ters. When they asked their father’s consent to ast 


join this church, he was not only willing, but 
said to them: 

“Your mother and myself will attend and hear 
your reason for believing yourselves Christians.” 


The pastor asked all those who intended to join ae 


that church to come near the pulpit for the conven- 


ience of the church. I noticed when these daugh- . i 


ters passed out of the pew as requested, the Gov- 
ernor rose to his feet and passed them out very 
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pleasantly. The pastor, during the examination of 
these converts, asked me if I had any question to 
ask them. I said I will ask the governor a question, 
which was this: 

“T noticed, Governor, when your daughters passed 
out of the pew to come forward, you passéd them 
out pleasantly. Do you give your daughters to 
Christ and this church, heartily?” 

He rose to his feet and made an expressive bow, 
and said : 

“T do, sir.” 

This was the arrow that reached his heart. He 
had given his daughters to Christ and the church 
heartily, but where were their father and mother, 
That night, while looking over the matter alone 
before God, he resolved to go into a room alone and 
settle his account with God before he slept. He 
went into the room and closed his door, and found 
that Christ had met every demand against him. 
He bowed before God and felt the evidence of 
pardon and justification. The great work was 
done. 

The next morning as we prayed with his wife she 
gave herself to Christ, and the father and mother 
followed the example of their daughters, and all 
became members of that church. 





‘Ten years after, I was tees ES saat “2 ound 
_.. Governor an active worker, and one of the 
_ pillars in that church. This was the open dc 
4 < entered, and the results. esas 
Let me ask every one who reads this, to be fully 
prepared and watch your opportunity, and eff: tual 
doors will open for you to, enter and do m uch | 
em a 
“In the morning sow thy seed, and in the eve ’ 
ing withhold not thy hand, for thou knowest 


whether shall prosper, either this or that, or whetk b 
they both shall be alike good.” 
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WHY SIT HERE. 


Sai HERE is an incident recorded in the 
4@ey second book of Kings, seventh chapter, 
which I have often used to show by analogy how 
a lost soul comes to Christ. 

Four leprous men, diseased and excluded by a 
Divine as well as a human decree, from the society 
of all persons except such as had the leprosy. They 
were in a small hospital outside of the gate of 
Samaria. They were not only diseased and ex- 
- cluded but in a starving condition. 

_ The Syrian army had invested the city so that all 





going out or coming in was cut off. 

One evening in the twilight, these lepers seemed 
to have a deep sense of their situation, and raised 
this question among themselves : 

“Why sit we here until we die?” 

The next question was how they could better 
their situation. It was proposed to go into the 
3 city. They decided that it would be of no use to 


190 INCIDENTS. 





go there as the people were dying with starvation 
in the city. Then fatality suggested itself Let 
us sit still here and do nothing at all. This would 
not do, they surely would die there. Then they 
talked over the history of war, and I suppose, re- 
membered to have read instances where soldiers 
had, with a flag of truce, surrendered to their ene- 
mies unconditionally, and been saved alive. So 
they adopted this course as their only hope. 
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“If they save us alive we shall live, and if they ~ 


kill us we shall but die.” 

They would do this at once, and: started. As 
soon as they left with their flag of truce, God went 
before them and drove out their enemies, by caus- 
ing them to hear a sound like an immense army 
coming in great haste upon them. 

The Syrians had gone in such haste that they 
left not only all their supplies, but their wealth. 
When these lepers were about to surrender, they 
found no enemy to surrender to. But instead of 
enemies they found not only all they themselves 
needed but enough for all their hungry, starving 
brethren. All this so easy to them. 

They first supplied themselves with every needed 
comfort. Then finding immense wealth they first 


thought of monopolizing the whole thing, and even — ; 
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commenced to carry off and hide it. But soon 
corrected their mistake and went back and informed 
the king’s household of their great discovery. In 
a few hours flour and grain were abundant in the 
city, and the whole place jubilant. 

This was like a sinner coming to Christ. Like 
these lepers the sinner is diseased and excluded 
from ali but fallen angels and fallen men. 

Next they looked the ground all over and decided 
where was the only ground of hope for them. Just 
what I like to have a condemned man do. 

Then they started to surrender, but found no 
enemy to surrender to. So with a penitent sinner. 
God opened the way forthem. So he has for us, to 
find all we need. They first thought they would 
- not tell of it, but corrected their mistake. So some 
converts hide their light, and mischief comes upon 
them. The king’s household hardly believed it at 
first. So sometimes it is with the church; they 
haven’t much confidence in revivals. These four 
leprous men going to the Syrians were the means of 
bringing great joy to Samaria. So when souls 
once come to Christ, ‘There was great joy in 
that city.” 






































WHICH DEATH? 


WAS called to see a young lady die who 





was all ready to go, and what a privilege it 
was to witness such a scene! She had disposed of 

the various articles that she called her own, and 
with a clear, bright evidence that she was Christ’s 
child, she waited the time of her departure. 

As I entered the room, she looked up, her face 
radiant with the love of God, and said : 

“Tf any one had told me a month ago I would be 
as happy as this in death, I could not have believed 
it. I would not change places with a king.” 

As the supreme moment arrived (her father, a 
physician, bending over her), she asked : 

“ Flow long before I can go?” 

“About three minutes, my daughter, and you 
will be gone,” was the answer. 

She extended her limbs, placed her hands across 
her breast, as she wished them to remain when 
cold and stiff; a heavenly smile covered her face, 
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as if, like Stephen, she saw heaven open, and the 
bright ones waiting to welcome her. In this way 
she passed away. We all could say, as never 
before : 


Ah, lovely appearance of death, 
No sight upon earth is so fair.’ 


About this time another young lady sent for a 
minister with whom I was holding meetings: He 
went in great haste to her home. As he went into 
her room, he found the young lady’s mother wring- 
ing her hands in great distress. She cried out: 

“Do, Mr. Purintan, pray’ for Jerusha; she is 
dying.” 

He kneeled near her bed, and tried and tried 
again to utter words in prayer, and could not. 
After struggling for awhile with this strange feel- 
ing, he rose from his knees. God has said, “ There 
is a sin unto death ; I do not say you shall pray for 
it.” He could not pray for her. 

Said the young lady : 

“Mr. Purintan, I knew you could not pray for 
me. It is too late. I did not send for you to 
pray for: me, but that I might send a message of 
solemn warning to certain friends,” whom she 
named. 
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After delivering this terrible message, she turned 
her face toward the wall, and continued to repeat 
the words, “Too late! Too late!” until she was 
dead, 

I mention these two cases to ask you, dear 
friends, for a candid answer to the question : 

“ Which of these two deaths:would you prefer to 
die?” 

Can you not honestly say, with one of old, “ Let 
me die the death of the righteous, and let my last 
_end be like his?” 

If so, why not begin to-day, if you have not 
already, to live the life of a true Christian? If you 
live the faithful Christian’s life, you surely will die 
his death. 


















































WHY ARE YOU NOT SEALED? 


BEAUTIFUL incident occurred in our 
meetings on Fifth Avenue, New York, © 





that is full of tender memories, I spoke a few 
minutes to the large Sabbath School before preach- 
ing in the morning, and found a very great religious 
interest through the whole school. All seemed 
bathed in tears. Among those who wept freely 
was a bright boy about seven years old, the son of 
a Broadway silk merchant. This boy was very 
angry at himself for weeping, and angry at me for 
being the cause of his weeping. | 

When the morning services commenced, he took 
a seat with his father in the pew, and as soon as I 
commenced reading the Scriptures, he put his fin- 
gers in his ears, and refused to remove them for 
some time. His father asked him why he did so. 

“Because, papa, he made us all cry in Sunday 
School. I don’t want to cry.” 


After a while he looked about, and found the 
195 
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congregation were not weeping, so he ventured to 
take his fingers out of his ears. Just at that mo- 
ment I was reading from the seventh of Revelation 
thé*account of the angel putting a seal upon the 
foreheads of all those that wept over the sins of the 
people. JI paused for an instant while reading this, 
and asked all in the church if they would be willing, 
then and there, before leaving their seats, to be 
sealed for heaven. And putting my finger on my 
' forehead, I asked again : 

“Would each one of you be willing to go out of 
this house with a plain, visible seal on your fore- 
head, so that any one looking upon your forehead, 
would say ‘There is a Christian. See the seal.’ 
Would any of you want to hide your face? Do you 
ever go where you would not go if you hada plain, 
visible seal on your forehead?” 

_ The boy was so interested with this thought that 
he whispered to his father: 

“ What is a Christian, papa?” 

The father said : 

“T suppose, Charley, it is one that loves and 
serves the Lord.” | 

Charley replied : 

“Why are you not a Christian, papa? I don’t 
see any seal on your forehead.” 
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The father bowed his head, and was deeply 
moved by Charley’s inquiry, for he knew he ought 
to be a Christian. He declared, afterward, that he 
thought he could hardly have felt worse if a pistol 
had been pulled off on him. The effect was so 
great upon him’ that he immediately resolved to 
become a Christian, but not in a protracted meet- 
ing. He would wait until Mr. Earle had gone. 

That Sunday afternoon he took his usual ride in 
Central Park, but almost every man he met, he was 
looking up under his hat for that seal on his fore- 
head. 

That evening he came to church so deeply con- 
victed of his lost condition that, as soon as an 
opportunity was offered, he left his pew, and 
kneeled in front of the desk for prayer. The pas- 
tor kneeled with him, and before he rose from his 
knees he gave himself to Christ, and soon became 
an active member of that church, and, I trust, is 
“sealed for the courts above.” 

Let me ask all who read this incident, the ques- 
tion Charley asked his father, “ Why are you not a 
Christian?” Is there aseal on your forehead? If 
not, will you not ask the angel to seal you at once 


for your heavenly home? “Having this seal, the 


Lord knoweth them that are his.” 
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TENDER incident; one that illustrates 
the truth of Christ’s word, ‘A little child 
shall lead them.” 

A. saloon-keeper of considerable note had an only 
daughter, named Eva. The father almost idolized 
this child. She was very lovely. He would often 
take her into his saloon, to show her to his com- 
pany. His life seemed bound up in this child. He 
would gratify, as far as possible, every wish of his 
Eva, of whom he was becoming very proud. 

When she was about six years old, a Christian 
temperance woman came into that place and formed 
a Children’s Temperance Society. Eva was invited 
to attend the meeting, and became a member. Her 
father, proud of having her noticed, gave his con- 
sent, thinking she was too young to be influenced 
by what might be said about his business. 

The lady conducting the services asked the chil- 


dren to bow their heads while she asked God to 
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bless them. Eva had never heard a prayer before. 
It seemed very strange to her, and made a lasting 
impression on her mind. 
After returning home, she at once began her life- 
work, which was to terminate in a few weeks. She 
went at once to her father, and said: 
“‘ Papa, it is wrong to sell rum; it makes people 
bad.” 
He was pleased to see that she remembered so 
much that she had heard in the meeting, and so did 
not keep her from attending them. Eva, though so 
young, had evidently given her heart to the Sav- 
iour. 
A few weeks after giving herself to Christ, she ~ 
was taken very sick. Her father watched over her 
day and night with the tenderest care. How could 
he have the pride and idol of his heart taken away! 
She would often look up in his face so earnestly, 
and say: 
“Papa, don’t sell any more rum, because it is 
wrong.” 
Still his saloon was open. 
_ She was fast fading away. Death was about to 

liberate the soul of little Eva. Just then, with her 
face almost angelic, she looked up in her father’s 
face, and said: 


‘ 
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“Papa, dear papa, won’t you promise me. that 
you won't sell any more rum ?” 

The father, almost overcome with emotion, re- 
plied: 


“Ves, Eva dear, I will promise you anything if you. 


will only get well. How can I live without you!” 

She asked him to go and shut up his saloon right 
away, that she could “tell Jesus what he had 
done.” 

He was too much affected to speak, but left the 
room. Ina short time he returned, and said: 

“ My darling, I have shut up my saloon, so that 
no one can come in.” 

He then promised his child he would never sell 
another drop of liquor, and would throw away all 
there was in his saloon. 

Eva was very happy about her father’s decision, 
and for some time was very quiet. After a while 
she opened her eyes, and looking about the room, 
on them all, with her face beaming with the love of 
Christ, said : 

“T am going to live with Jesus very soon, and I 
do want my papa and mamma there too. Papa, 
will you promise to give your heart to him and do 
all he wants you to, and then come and live with 
him?” 
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The father was silent. He did not like to prom- 
ise anything he was not sure he could fulfill. His 
weeping wife said: 

“Oh, George, do grant your dying child’s re- 
» quest. I have promised to meet her in heaven, 
and I want you should.” 

At last, in broken accents, he said : 

“T promise what you wish, my darling child. I 
will seek your Saviour with all my heart, and serve 
him the rest of my life, and hope to meet you in 
heaven.” 

Eva had accomplished her mission. Her work 
was ended, and she fell asleep. She went away 
with the angels to her happy home above, to wel- 
come her father and mother when they come to 
meet her there. 

Why would not these parents come to Jesus 
without this severe trial? Reader, will it be neces- 
sary for God to deal in a similar way with you, to 
bring you to heaven? 
































WORLD CONVICTED. 


pf|N incident occurred in one of our meetings 
in California that illustrates the truth of 





world.” That is, that all men should be more or 


less convicted by the Holy Spirit of sin. 

A Congregationalist deacon came all the way 
from Portland, Oregon, to San Francisco, from 
there to Sacramento, then to the city of Marysville, 
for an evangelist for Oregon, bringing this word: 

“Our whole state seems under conviction for sin. 
The young people in our day-school are so convicted 
that they sit weeping in school hours, or come to 


the teachers, asking them to pray for them. This 


state of feeling seems to exist all over the state, 
and we want you to help us; and I must not go 
back without you.” 

The deacon remained until I had preached more 
than thirty times. I found this deep sense of sin 


at Portland, Oregon City, and Salem, and was told 
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it was the same in all parts of the state, The 
Spirit was on all the face of the deep. Men every- 
where felt they needed a Saviour. 

The Governor and his Council sent me a written 
request to hold a series of four-days meetings at 
the county seats; that they would send a large tent 
that should be put up at each county seat as fast as 
it should be needed, and hand-bills put up ten miles 
in each direction in advance of the meeting, at their 
expense. 

Men everywhere feel the need of something the 
world does not givethem. If we pull a drunkard 
out of the ditch, there is an arrow of conviction in 
his bosom. So that the Holy Spirit is in advance 
of all human efforts to save men. Christ has prom- 
ised (and always does it) to go before his disciples, 
and with them, to seek and save that which is lost. 
“Lo, I am with you even to the end of the world.” 
In all my labors over the country, for fifty-seven 
years, I have been sure to find Christ, by the Holy 
Spirit, in advance of me, “convicting the world 
of sin.” 

What an encouragement for all who have “a 
mind to work.” And how this rebukes the ex- 
cuse so many make that “no one cares for my 
soul.” Everything animate and inanimate seems 










a If this incident comes to the notice of any wh a 
ee 2 are not doing all they can to lead men to Christ, let ss 





me ask you to renew your consecration, and thrust. a4 





in your sharp sickle, and help more than ever to 
reap the great ripe harvest which is so fully pre- i 
_ pared at your hand. ~ , a 
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. “ Then come with your sickles, ye sons of men, 
Fy = _ And gather together the golden grain; 

mires The reapers are few, and the work is great, 
And much will be lost should the harvest wait.” 
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=a HIS beautiful incident is full of rich in- 
aaa, . struction and comfort. . 
A Hebrew girl had been taken as a captive, and 
reduced to drudgery in a rich man’s home. No 
father or mother to speak kind words to her. Ina 
land of strangers, with no right to leave. But her 
early instruction from the Bible, and acquaintance 
with God’s prophets, and her knowledge of what 
God had done through them, were not forgotten. 
She learned that her master was badly afflicted 
with the leprosy, and modestly spoke to her mis- 
tress of her faith in Elisha to cure him entirely; 
probably told her of instances of wonderful cures 
she had known to have been effected. . 
When Naaman returned, she was called into his 
presence, that he might hear her story himself. 
This rich man was so well pleased that he re- 
‘solved to go to Elisha foracure. He felt sure he 


knew just ps the prophet would manage to cure 
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him. He thought surely he would come out and 
strike his hands together over the leper, and so 
cure him. Just as men imagine they shall have 
certain exercises before conversion; that they shall 
experience a great shock, and know just the mo- 
ment and hour the change will take place. 

When it was told Elisha that a great man was in 

his carriage at his door, to be healed, Elisha, in- 
stead of going out, sent his servant to request him 
to go to the river Jordan, and dip himself seven 
times in its waters, and he would be well. 
» But Naaman despised this simple way of being 
healed, and ordered his servant to drive him home. 
I can almost see the driver turning toward his mas- 
ter, and saying: 

“Tf he had bid you do some great thing, you 
would have done it. How much rather when he 
says, ‘Wash, and be whole. 

How many miles Naaman had gone towards 


999 


home I do not know, but he was prevailed upon to 
be driven to the river, and try God’s remedy. He 
probably said, “I hope no one will see me, for I am 


ashamed to be seen doing anything so simple.” ~ 


Just as thousands have felt in kneeling at the altar 
for prayer, or in asking some one to pray for them. 
They are willing to do some great thing, but to 
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accept Christ without any equivalent or merit of 
their own seems to men so simple! 

Naaman had commenced to prove God, simple as 
it was, and decided to be thorough now, so washed 
once, twice, three times, on to the seventh, with a 
large mixture of unbelief, yet a little faith, or he 
would not have gone there at all. But as he dipped 
the seventh time, “his flesh came as the flesh of 
a little child.””, What a change he now felt about 
doing what God directs! “It is wonderful! Oh, it 
is wonderful!’’ Nothing like it! 

He now went back to compensate Elisha for 
what he had done. But the prophet had done noth- 
ing. God alone had the glory. 

So with us, to accept Christ as our Saviour, with- 
out any merit on our part, don’t seem quite enough, 

Yet this is God’s way. ‘Only believe.” ‘Wash, 
and be whole.” ‘Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and thou shalt be saved.” 





























WONDERFUL PROTECTION. 


" Hide me under the shadow of thy wings.”— Psalms 27: 8. 


PARTY of Northern tourists formed part 
? of a large company gathered on the deck 
of an excursion steamer that was moving slowly 





- down the historic Potomac one beautiful evening in 
the summer of 1881. A gentleman, who has since 
gained a national reputation as an evangelist of 
song, had been delighting the party with his happy 
rendering of many familiar hymns, the last being 
the sweet petition so dear to every Christian heart, 


“Jesus, lover of my soul.” 


The singer gave the first two verses with much 
feeling, and a peculiar emphasis upon the conclud- 
ing -lines that thrilled every heart. A hush had 
fallen upon the listeners that was not broken for 
some seconds after the musical notes had died- 


away. Then a gentleman made his way from the 
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outskirts of the crowd to the side of the singer, and 
accosted him with: 

“Beg your pardon, stranger, but were you actively 
engaged in the late war?” 

“Yes, sir,’ the man of song answered, cour- 
teously; “I fought under General Grant.” 

“Well,” the first speaker continued with some- 
thing like a sigh, “I did my fighting on the other 
side, and think, indeed am quite sure, I was very 
near you one bright night eighteen years ago this 
very month. It was much such a night as this. If 
Tam not mistaken, you were on guard duty. We of 
the South had sharp business on hand, and you 
were one of the enemy. I crept near your post of 
duty, my murderous weapon in my hand; the shad- 
ow hid me. As you paced back and forth you were 
humming the tune of the hymn you have just sung 
I raised my gun and aimed at your heart, and I had 
been selected by our commander for the work be- 
cause I was a sure shot. Then out upon the night 
rang the words: 


**Cover my defenseless head 
With the shadow of thy wing.’ 


“Your prayer was answered. I could not fire 
after that. And there was no attack made upon 
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your camp that night. I felt sure, when I heard you 
sing this evening, that you were the man whose life 
-I was spared from taking.” 

The singer grasped the hand of the Southerner 
and said with much emotion: 

“I remember the night very well, and distinctly 
the feeling of depression and loneliness with which 
I went forth to my duty. I knew my post was one 
of great danger, and I was more dejected than I 
remember to have been at any other time during 
the service. I paced my lonely beat, thinking of 
home and friends and all that life holds dear. Then 
the thought of God’s care for all that he has cre- 
ated in his own image; and I sang the prayer of 
my heart, and ceased to feel alone. How the prayer 
was answered I never knew until this evening. My 
Heavenly Father thought best to keep the knowl- 
edge from me for eighteen years. How much of 
his goodness to us we shall be ignorant of until it is 
revealed by the light of eternity! ‘Jesus, lover of 
my soul,’ has been a favorite hymn; now it will be 
inexpressibly dear.” 
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say N answer to questions from many friends, I 
give the following extract from my private 





journal, written on the fifty-seventh anniversary of 
my ministry: 

«Can it be possible that fifty-seven years ago to- 
day (Nov. 13, 1887), about two o’clock, Pp. m., I 
preached my first sermon in Truxton, New York. 
Text, ‘Lo, I am with you always, even unto the 
end of the world.’ Matt. 28: 20. 

“My health has been so firm, and the way has 
opened so clearly before me, that I have held 38,460 
public meetings during these years, 21,160 of. these 
have been preaching services. To hold these meet- 
ings I have traveled 350,000 miles, holding meet- 


‘ings in three of the British Provinces and thirty-six 


of the States, working with 23 different denomi- 
nations. I have been able to preach one, two, 
three and even five times a day, often for Six 


or eight months together. No accident has 
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occurred to me of importance in all these ee ; 
neyings. ae 
“As the fruit of these meetings, I think over a 4 
160,000 persons have united with the different — ; 
churches, and at least 400 entered the ministry; al 
some of them in the foreign field. ; 
“T have never compromised a word in a union 5 
meeting that I would have uttered if I had been 
with my own denomination alone. Nor have my ~ 
own denominational sentiments been weakened by ; 
holding union meetings. Ihave found jewels for Ps 
Christ’s crown among them all. The difference is 
in their heads, and not in their hearts. 3 
“The secular and religious papers have treated — 3 
me with much respect. Much good has been done — 
by the papers publishing accounts of these meet- 
ings, and extracts, and sometimes whole sermons. 4 
“T have also found time to publish nine different 
books, which have been widely circulated. Over a 
two hundred thousand volumes of these books have 
been sold in this country, besides those published i 
in England, and scattered in other countries. I 
have been able to give away about six thousand vol- 
umes of these books, and hope to speak for Christ : 
through a publications when I am ets in 
the grave.” 
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I have found the work of an evangelist a very 
pleasant work, and yet it has been a difficult thing 
to suit all. 

I have desired the pastors to give notice once 
or twice near the close of each series of meetings, 
that no collection would be taken, or subscription 
circulated for me, but that each person could hand 
to me, as a freewill offering, just what they chose, 
before I left. Sometimes the amount has been 

3 small, and at others liberal, so that I have been 
well taken care of. 

I have believed and preached that a_ perfect 
Saviour can take an imperfect Christian, and cover 
him with his blood, and keep him sweetly all the 
time, and will do it, if his faith does not waver. 
Such a keeper as this every Christian needs every 
minute. 

I have found trials and joys in this work. One 
great trial has been the necessity of being from 
home, where the dear ones dwell, a large share of 
the ‘time. This is no small trial, especially to a 
minister who needs the soothing, comforting influ- 
ence of a well-regulated home. 

- But there are joys that far outweigh all the trials 
found in this work. When we see (as a true evan- 
 gelist can hardly fail to see) thousands brought 
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into the fold of Christ, and thousands of new family 


altars erected, and the churches built up, the joy is — . 


almost without a limit. I suppose there is more 


joy in heaven over this than over anything else on 
earth, This alone would be ample compensation — 


for any sacrifice or labor in this work. But,as I 
_ am now nearing the end of my work here, and the 
heavenly world is almost in sight, I can still walk 
among the sheaves, and mingle in the reapers’ song. 
I wish I had done this work better, and yet I am 
glad I have done it as well as I have. 

My prayers and sermons have needed the cleans: 


ing blood of Christ, and I think have had it. So — 
that, with my many sins and faults all forgiven, it 


is now pleasant to review the fifty-seven years. 






But the principal joy in this work is in reserve 


for the beyond, when the faithful evangelist has 
passed within the pearly gates. Then, oh, then, 


when the glories of that wondrous world have — 


‘fully burst upon his enraptured vision; when his 


feet have really pressed its gold-paved streets and | 


the bright, beautiful banks of its flowing river; P : 
when the music of the harps of gold and of angel 
voices have thrilled his soul; when he has really i i 
seen, and bowed himself before the Saviour; when ~~ 


he begins to realize the blessedness of such a home, * a 
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who shall describe the joy of his heart, as, from 
that white-robed throng, there come many thou- 
sands, gathering around him, grasping him by the 
hand in gratitude and love, and leading him to the 
_ Redeemer, saying, “Jesus, we have believed on 
thee, and been led to this beautiful world, through 
this one whom thou didst appoint to do the work of 
an evangelist on earth?” Oh, the joy of such an 
hour! 

And as the endless ages roll on, and his expand- 
ing mind ranges in wider fields of knowledge, and 
comprehends more and more the glories and won- 
ders of the “inheritance of the saints,” that joy will 
be ever growing deeper and sweeter, as he meets 
from time to time those who were brought there 
through his labors. 

Oh, if, in that day, I can hear the Master say, 
“ Well done,” I shall be satisfied! Let me say to 
all who have heard me preach, or who may read 
these pages, “ Meet me there.” 

I close this book of incidents by placing on the 
last page my favorite hymn, taken from my new 
hymn book, “Sought-Out Songs.” This hymn 
expresses my prayer and benediction for all who 
remember me. 





Pere? “God be with you tell we meet again 

By his counsels, guide, uphold you, 
af With his sheep securely fold you, 
ss God be with you till we meet again, 













“God be with you till we meet again, 
Neath his wings securely hide you; 


_ Daily manna still divide you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 


“ God be with you till we meet again ; 
When life’s perils thick confound you, 

; Put his arms unfailing round you,— 

Soe God be with you till we meet again. 


God be with you till we meet again, 
Keep love’s banner floating o’er you 3 
x Smite death’s threat’ning wave before you, 


ee Sere God be with you till we meet again.” 
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